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Apple Blossom Tim'í 



A Gomedy in Tliree Aets 

Bj Bugene O. HAler 

Tive Men Sevea Women One IntortA''' Set 

A delightful, Bwlftly moring comedr with rapld-flre di; 
logue, a brlght and merry plot, and uproarlous comedy-aii 
uatlone. When Bob MatthevB flees to the croasroads vH 
lage and aaeumes the ñame ot Donald Clark, he flndB tha 
he has also assumed the guardlansbln oí a glrl whon b 
BUpposes to be about ten yeara oíd. Hls flret experience b 
the vlllage Íb a vlolent encounter wlth an eighteen-yeat 
oíd " Impudent wttirlwlnd of i^ glrl " who upsets hla dlgnltl 
rouBoe htB tre to the bolUng potnt, and then laugha >Jen 
Blvely at hls threats. Imagine hla horrlfled dlsmay wha 
he Anda that this íb the gTrl over whom he is expected ti 
aet aa a guardián. Wlth thís beglnning the plot apiri 
meiTlly on. Cal the vlllage coaatahle'e attempts to cotí/ 
P0II7 Biddle, the cook; Spud McClosky and Htcke 
Magulre'a race for the hand of honMIy Malvina Ku^z; tb 
loud-mouthed Charlle L&wrence anr coy Nancy^i^orett 
Harria, the prettlest glrl In the vlllage; Annabel SprlgglitE 
the vlllage oíd maldí haughty MrB. Forreat; Bob and whtrl 
wind Betty Ann — all these acenea and characters tumlBi 
laugha and excltement in abundance. 

CHARAOTBRS 

Bob Matthews, an nnwllllQg vlBltor at the croasrosda. 

Charlle Lawrence, hls go-getter frlend. 

Spud McClosky, dlrect from Sunahlne AUey. 

Mickey Magulre, aleo from Sunshlne AUey, 

Cal Pickena, the vlllage conBtable, , ■ 

Betty Ann Stewart, a human, llttle whlrlwISd. 

Nancy Preacott, a pretty nelghbor. 

Loretta Harrls, the prettlest glrl in the vlllage. , 

Polly Biddle, caretaker of Tad Porreat's home. » 

Malvina Kuiíz, whose ambitlon Is to have a bean. 

Mrs. Forrest, the haughty slater-ln-law of Tad Forrest 

Annabel Sprlggloa, the vlllage dtd mald. 

TIHE: The present. The month of May. ^ . 
PIACB: Room In the home of Tad Forrest at tbe croa 

Rpyalty Only Ten Dollars | 
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COSTUMES 

Prospek Couramont. — First Dress i white summer suit, 
white trousers. Seconá Dress : a fur coat and fur cap, then 
a modern gentleman's suit. 

Barón de la Glaciéke. — First Dress: a French cap, 
knickerbocker breeches, gaiiers, and a shooting coat. Second 
Dress : an evening dinner dress. 

Anatole. — Straw hat, light trousers, and a velvet coat. 

BaPTISte. — French servant's livery. 

FRAtjgois. — Groom's livery coat, white breeches, and top 
boots. 

LouisE DE LA Glaciére. — Fírsi Dress : an elegant mora- 
ing dress. Second Dress : an evening dress. 

Mlle, Suzanne de Ruseville. — First Dress: silk 
morning dress, scarf, and bonnet. Second J}ress : haDdsome 
evening dress. 

Mathilde. — First Dress; ríding habit. Seeond Dress: 
irhite muslin evening dress. 

Mademoiselle ZcHOBiB. — First Dress : modera Spanish 
hat and feather, dress looped up over petticoat, and balmoral 
boots. Second Dress : white muslin, and a raauve sash. 

Madahe Dupunt. — French cap, French country costume. 

pAUUNE. — Servant's dress. 
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INTRODUCTION 

" Pattes de Mouche " belongs to Sardou's first and, as many 
still thiiik, his best perioí. It was first produced in París i □ 
1861, seveii years after tlie author's first effbrt, "Taveniecies 
Etudiants," was hissed at the Odeon. That event was fol- 
lowcd by several years of süence so far as the playhouse coii- 
cerned Sardou. In 1859 the great Dejazet took the author 
under her patronage, rented a theatre which up to two years 
ago bore the ñame of Theatre Dejazet— it ¡s now known as ihe 
Theatre de la Republique — aiid Sardou became a success 
there with "Armes de Fígaro." That success was followed 
by over-production, twenty plays by the author beitig produced 
between 1860-18Ó4. Two only out of that score slill live — 
'* Pattes de Mouche " (" A Scrap of Paper ") and " Nos In- 
times " (" Peni "). The play in hand had its first preseotation 
in English in the same season that it was produced in Paris, 
— April 23, 1861, at the St. James's Theatre, and the cast is 
preserved as interesting. 

Wigan, who was the first Prosper Couramont in London, as 
Lester Wallack was in this country, was for a quarter of a 
cenlury a great favorite in London. Emery, the Barón déla 
Glaciére of that cast, was the father of Winifred Emery (Mrs. 
Cyril Maude) at present at the Haymarket, London. George 
Belraore was the father of the pretty Belmore girl who carne to 
America with Wilson Barrett. 

"A Scrap of Paper" belongs to what may be called 
Sardou's " Scribe period." It is ingeniously built, admirably 
adapied 10 the-aetCfsneeds but neither deep, emotional, ñor 
genuinely dramatic. It is a neat model of a well built comedy, 
— carpentered rather than rieveloped. But that is the marked 
characteristic of Sardou, whatever period you study, excepting 
always what eveii Zola calis his maslerpiece, "Le Haine," 
which is quite unknonn in America. 

M. A. 

Stpttmher ab, rgio. 
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SI5 
ÜMIV. OF paEs 

Calífornía 

A Scrap of Paper 



ACT I 



Scene. — A drawtng-room in a Freneh (ountry house ; «ñu- 
dows te ike ground, in baek, íooking out on gardens and 
park ; between the Windows a firepleue surmounted by a 
looking-glass ; ott eithtr side of the glatt a braekel, within 
reach of the hand, the one R., supporting a statuette of 
"Flora," the other l,, empty ; doorv.. a e., door l. a e. 
Oldfashioned furniture, riek, but a liüU wúm ; sofaon 
tilhtr side ; at l. c., a round table, with a lamp, an etn- 
iroidery frame, a hook and other objects tcatttred upon 
it in disorder ; ckairs. The window, K,, is open upon 
the garden; the window, L., (V at first cloted in with 
barred Venetian shutterx. At rise of curtain Baptiste 
is dusting the cushions of the sofá with feather duster l. ; 
Pauune, r., is rubbing the legs of an oíd armchair with 
a cioth duster, 

LIVELY musíc at tíae 
of curtain. 

Paul, (turning round the chair with disdain). Oa\y just 
look at it ! Did you ever aee such old-fashioned lubbish? 
But what can you expect in the country ? 

Bap. a pretty idea, indeed, of master to come dowt) for his 
shooting to this out-of-the-way oíd house, when I had made up 
my miad to take h¡m to Baden-Baden for my lumbago. 

(^Opens window shutíer r. c.) 

Paul, (giving up work). I'vc enougti of it for one — here 
we have been at it, in this dust, ever sínce fíve ia the morning. 
Bap. Yes ¡ and afíer a whole day's railway shaking. 

(Seated f.., an sofá.) 
5 
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Paul. ^Ihrová/ig attíílf iftív Btfncjmri^.'c.). Second-class, 
too! That's ho«r poot^rvkRts líe tíeaiedJ-' 

Enter Madame Dupont, l. 

Mad. D. Wcll, I'm sure ! ¡3 that the way you dust the 
furnilurc ? 

Bap. No, oíd lady, this i^ the way we rest ourselves. 

Paul, To whom have I the honor of spcaking ? 

Maj). D. You have the honor of (croising to c.) addressing 
yourself, young woman, to Madame Dupont, housekeeper of 
the chateau. 

Bap. (r.). Then I can't compliment you on your house- 
keeping, oíd lady. 1 should say this room haa Dever seen 
duster or brootn on it for the last two years. 

Mad. D. (r. a). Vou are out there, my master— for it's 
threc. 

pÍul.} ('■'^"^^'''í)- Three years? {Bgth rise.) 

Mad. D. (c). Yes, three years! The room has neveí 
been opened since my poor oíd mistress, Madame de Merival, 
lefi; for Paría, to take her daughter, my present mistress, to be 
maiTÍed to the Barón de la Glaciére. She gave orders tliat 
this room was to be shut up until she carne back. She never 
did come back, poor bouI I for she died shortly after ma'm- 
selle's marríage — three years ago. However, I always obey 
orders; and not a thing was touched till my lady's sudden ar- 
rival last night, when she ordcrcd all the house to be ready lo 
receive company to-day — and now to work. 

Paui-, We'll soon finish it oíf, 

^Ske begins to dust the statuettt Flora.) 

Mad. D. What are you about? You mustu't touch that 
image. 

Paul. But the creature's so covered with dust that she's 
positively not decent. 

Mad. D. No matter; nobody's allowed to touch Flora, 
since the dreadful misfortune that happened to Zephyr, her 
sweetheart, who stood opposite. (J'oints to the other bracket^ 
He was smashed to bits, poor little innocent. And, after that, 
nobody but Mademoiseile Louise was ever allowed, iii my olil 
lady's time, lo dust ihe Flora. 

Paul. Very well, then, there's nothing more to do herc. 
I shall go and have my cup of chocolate. 
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A SCAÁP OF PAPER 7 

Bap. And (erofsirig ,ta ,h.) I to see añer my medicated 
bath. 

Paul. (r. c). And I to my Partsian conespondeace. 
(íW/A irany, and a moek coarfety.') My humble respecta, 
\fadame Dupont. 

Bap. {likewise). Housckeeper of the chateau. 

Exeunt servants, b 



Mad. D. i^piíking up dusier, dustíng and arrottging). 
Ugh 1 what a set I " My chocolate:" "niy medicated 
bath: " "my Pansian conrespocdeuce." A pretty pass serv- 
ants aie come to I 

Anatole has entered sleaühify, by window r. c. during this, 
and goes down l. 

Ahat. (mysteriousfy'). Madame Dupont t 

Mad. D. (r.). Bless me, if it isn't Master Anatole I and 
here at the chateau. 

Anat. (oí befare). Has she come down yct ? 

Mad. D. What, my lady? 

Anat. Oh ! no 1 Maderaoiselle Mathilde. 

Mad, D. And pray, where did you make acqnaintance 
with Mademoiselle Mathilde? She has never been at the 
chateau since she was a Httie girl — so high. 

Anat. Ob I at París — where I went with my guardián, 
Monsieur Brisemouche — you know. 

(Puls hit hat on tabU L. J ' 

Mad. D. Yes— our neighbor, who lives in the villa at the 
end of the avenue. Why, here she is — just coming in froro 
her ride I 

Enter Mathilde, l. c, by windoví, in a riding kabit with 
whip in her hand. 

Math. (l., saiuting). Health and greeting to Monsieur 
Anatole I 

Anat. (c, íurning, startled). Oh, Mademoiselle Ma* 
thilde 1 You are up, then ? 

Matm. Up, yes — up in my saddle two hours ago. 
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Crtsut and gives Mad, D. ker hat and whip. Exit 

MaD. D., R. 3 £. 

Akat. (i_, tageríy). Oh, Mademoiselle I 

Math. (r., mimUking). Oh, Monsieur Anatole I 

Amat. i — I — {breaking d&wn), I hope you have been 
quite well sincc last I had the pleasure of seeing you. 

Math. {as befort). I — I — have been pretty wcU, 1 thank 
you. 

Anat. There — you are making fun of me again, as you 
used to do at Paris. 

Math. Utterty ¡ncapablc of it, I assure you. Well — what 
bave you been doing these last two mouths? 

Anat. Doing? Oh — nothing. 

Math. That's not much. 

Anat. Only scríbbhng a fevr poetical effusions. 

Math. What about ? 

Anat. About the worst you ever saw. 

Math. Oh I show them to me I 

Anat. 1 daré not. 

Math. Daré not ? 

Anat. No ; they contain things I don't wish to tel) you. 

Math. Vou shan't tell them me — I'Il read them. 

Anat, Oh ! no; you might be angry, and I couldn't beai 
that ; and so I'd bctter — (taktng up hit hat) that is to say-;- 
oh ! — nothing ! 

Math. Well, if you've nothing to say, I'd better go. 

{Passes R.) 

Anat. But 1 have a thousand things to say. , 

Math. a thousand ! That's nine hundrcd and ninetjr- 
nine too many. Don't you think you had better take a tum in | 
the park, just'to pick and choose, and then, when you come 
back, you can say somethÍDg like thís : " Mademoiselle Ma- | 
thilde — I am very silly " ' 

Anat. Oh ! Yes— I know that. 

Math. " I've been expecting the arríval of a young friend— 
with a certain degree of ¡mpatience perhaps " 

Anat. Yes — reckoning every minute. 

Math. Very well — "reckoning every minute; and now 
ahe is come, I don't daré to say what I've got on my mind; 
although there is nothing in it but what is perfectly proper and 
conect." 
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Anat. NothÍDg, I swcar I 

M*TH. Now, that'9 what you had bctter go and repeat to 
youiself íd the park ; and whea you have got it by heart, you 
shall come back and say it to me; and we'U sec thcD whether 
I shall be affioDted or not. Gcxxl-morning, Monsieur Anatole. 

Exit, R, door. 

Anat, Oh ! — Madcmoiselle Mathilde I Shc won't stop. 
It's all over now. I've said it at last — that is to say, she said 
it — but it's all one. i never thought 1 should have got through 
my declaration so cleveriy. Come, there's nothing likc pluck. 
after all ! (Mademoiselle Zenobie calis witíwui, l, C, ' 
" Anatole — Anatole I ") Oh, Mademoiselle Zenobie 1 with my 
guardián — f can't face them now, 1 am so agitated. 

Anat. exits by ene wináow, R. c, as Zenu., follemtd by 
fiRiSEMOUCRE, entcrs at the oíher, l. c. 

Zeno. (c.)- Anatole ! Anatole ! gone — escaped ! 

Brise, (r,, k^lding a butterfiy-net, in wkich is a butterfiy). 
No such thing. I've got him — isn't he a beauty ? 

Zbno. Anatole? {Crosses to r.) 

Brise, (l.). No; mybutierfly — aremarkablespecimen, my 
dcar. 

Zeno. Bother yo«r butterfly ! Brother, brother, I teil you, 
you had better be ioolring afier that flighty boy Ihati spending 
yoúr tirae hunting for dirty insects. 

Brise, {sitting by tabU, l.). My precious Zenobie, ento- 
mology b a scicnce which never did barra to any Jiving creature. 

{Sticks butttrfiy with a pin en hit hat.) 

Zeno. {snapptshly'). I tell you once more, brother, that you 
don't fulfil your duties as guardián to that child. 

Brise. A child I poor, dear liitle baby ! 

Zeno. It was all very well before you cooceived the rídicu- 
lous idea of taking the boy with you to París. 

Brise. It was necessary, my dear, for his law busíness. 

Zeno. And putting all sorts of notious into his head by 
throwing him in the way of a quanlity of improper Parisian 
ñirts. 

Brise. I'm sure heonly sawthebestofcompanyatMadame 
de la Glaci¿re's. 

Zeho. Madame de la Glaciére, ¡ndeed I The greatcst flirt 
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that ever existed ! I'in sure slie got herself prettily talked of 
before her maiTiage — only ask that absurd frieod of youre, 
Monsieur Prosper CouraiLiont, wbo has just arríved at your 
house from Cochin China or Nova Zembla, or heaven knows 
where. (A/j on sofá, r.) 

Bkise. Well, if she did flirt nith Frosper a little before he 
weiit abroad, it was before she was married — what of that ? 

Zeno. What of that? FlirtÍDg íb fliitiiig, before or afier; 
aiid she and hei Faiisían flighty fríend, Mademoiselle Suzanoe, 
who is oíd enough to know better, aie not fit associates for ao 
iunocent boy like that. 

Brise. And do you c:q)ect that he ís to be an innocent boy 
all his life — tied to your apron strings t 1 was an ínDOceiit boy 
once myself, and 1 am now a devil of a fellow 

Zeno. Brother, I insist on you holding your tongue 1 Voa 
know you are going to say something shocking. 

Brisu. Weil, there, there I We'll get him well manied to 
keep him out of harm's way. 

Zeno. Married ! {Simpers.) Well, there can be no ob- 
jecdon to that, providíng we fínd him a fiíting, pmdent hclp- 

Brisb. The truth is, 1 have an idea 

Zeno. You? Nonsense! What's your idea, I should like 
to know ? 

Brise. Well — no — I baven't an ¡dea. 

Zeno. You've got some foolish notion in your head. Speak, 
sir — I insist on it. 

Enter Prosper, by window, r. c, dresseá man tntire whiti 
suit,with a Chínese parasol over his head, anda Ckin€ii 
fan. 

Pkosp. Don't speak, Brisemouchel (^Both turn.) 

Zeno. {sharply). Sir 1 

Prosp. (c). Don't speak, i tell you i When your amiable 
sister fails in violence, she will have recourse to the charras of 
oersuasive seduction, whlch will be all to her advantage. 

{Bows to Zeno.) 

Brise, (l.). Ohl oh! as to seduction —— 
Zeno. ("r.). Hold your tongue — you are going to say some- 
thingsbockingagain. {To Prosp.) And do you mean to say 
jou have been round the village in that outlandish garb ? 
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Pkosp. l've beca round the world in it I And I may sa; 
triumphaotly, 1 produced the moüt striking effect just now on 
a charmÍDg girl 1 inet on liorseback — a charmiug girl I She 
laughed in my face ! 

Zeno. i sliould thtak so, with that parasol and that faii I 
Such an outrage on all di^corum was never seen I 

Prosp. Very frequcDtly at Pekín. ^^ 

Brise. Yes, among siich savages as the Chínese """^ 

Prosp. Savages ! Listen (o my European ! He thinks 
himself the great loíd of civílization when once he has sneered 
oiit the word "savages." Why, man, in these two highly civ- 
ilized couDtries, China and Japan, the savage would \x you— 
with your whiskers like two mutlon chops on eíthersídc of yoiir 
face, and your chimney-pot of a hat on your head. 

Brise. I — a savage ? 

Prosp. Ves — you — I — Mademoiselle — all of us — in China I 
My friend Brisemouche doesn't eat hashed puppy dogs and 
stewed bitds' nests ; but he devours pickled oysters and snaíls 
a ¡a pouUtte. Hi.'j friend Mademoiselle Zenobie doesn't pinch 
her liltle foot in a shoe the size of a walnut-shell ; but she 
pinches her waist, and sticks out her dress with a cage uf crín- 
oline. I don't smoke opium — but I smoke twenty cigars a day 
— ruin my pocket, brutalize my faculties, and make myself s 
nuisance to every delicate rose. Savages all of us, I tell you— 
savages ! {Crosses to R. c.) 

Brise. I should like to sec you come to a pítched baltle 
with Mademoiselle Suzannc on these poinis ; and I'll wager she 
has the best of it. I know her arrival here is expected in the 
courae of the day. 

Prosp. And pray, who is this redoubtable Mademoiselle 
Suzanne? 

Brise. Mademoiselle Suzanne de Ruseville, cousin to 
Madamc de la Glaciére, and godmother to her young sister 
Maihildc 

Prosp. Godmother, and still Mademoiselle t (Back la c.) 

Brise. Although mistress of a large fortune, she has refused 
cvery oifer, and chosen to lemain single from the sheer love of 
independence. 

Zeno. Kidiculous affectation I Don't talk of her — she'a 
highly improper I 

Brise. At any rate, though she does live in the roidst of the 
best Parísian society in the most tndependent style 

Zeko. The audacious creature I 
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12 A SCRAP OF PAPER 

BkiSB. She makes a better use of her freedoni than mOGt 
women do of their — — 

Zeko. Hold your longuc, brothcr ] You are going to say 
somethÍDg shoclcÍDg. 

Bri3b. {steing tht Barón db la GuiatRE, l. ¿oor). Hush, 
hush, my dcar 1 here comes our bost, thc Baran de ú Glaci^e 
— as usuftl all Ufe, spirits, and gayely. 

Enter the Barón, l. door. 

Zeno. (riíing). Mydear Barón. {Crosses to'\..) I'm de- 
lighted to sce you ! How is your dear lady — siepi well, I hope. 
after the fatigues of her journey ? 

Barón {cold and impassivé). Perfectly. 

Brise. Is she visible yet ? {^Rises and bows.') 

Barón. Yes, 

BriSB. We will go and pay our respecta. {Crasses to C.) 
AUoff me to present to you vay friend, Monsieur Prosper Cou- 
ramont, who is staying iu my house. He wants to speak to 
you OD a matter of coDsideiable importance. 

(Pkosp. and the Barón bow.') 

Barón. Vcry well. (Seated r. of table at L. C.) 

pROSP, {asidi). It isn't a man — it's a polar bear ! 

Brise, (r. c). Come, Zenobie, you koow when men want 
to talk in private 

Zeno. (l. c.}. Sileoce, you were going to say soinething 
improper ; you know you were. 

Exeunt Brise. andZESo., door i~ a E. 

Barón (moiioning Prosp. lo a seat). You may ait down if 
you like. 

Prosp. Thank you. {Sits l. of table.') You won't think 
me rude, Barón, if, at this very earjy period of our acquaint- 
anee, I ask a favor of you 7 

Bakon. Want to shoot over my land ? 

Prosp. Not exactly. The game I have in view is not prc- 
cisely what you mean. 

Barón (coolly). Ah ! 

Prosp. I am a queer, frank fellow, and 1 always go straigbt 
to the point. I daré say you will be surprised lo hear that, 
tbough I've come all the way from the other end of the worid 
to get married, it is nevertheless very much against my wilL 
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Barón (as íe/oie). Ah ! 

Prosp. Now, l'll tull you how. I am the ouly htir of my 
uucle, wlio is enorniciusly rích, and sull more cQormoubly 
obstiaate. I have always beeo a sort of careless devil, and 
never took much care of my money — that may surprise you. 

Barom. Not in the least. 

Prosp. My travels round the world have played the deuce 
and all with my fortune ; you naturally ask why 1 should have 
undertakeii Ihem. 

Barón. No, I don't. 

Prosp. No? Then you don't want to know how the cruel 
treachery of a heartless coquette compelled me to seek oblivion 
on the stormy brine ? 

Barón. No. 

PrOsp. No ? But, of course, you must be impatieiit to learn 
the reasons which compel me to marry. 

Barón. No. 

Prosp, You'll excuse me, but it's indispensably necessary 
you íhould\x impatient to leatn tbem, or else I shouldn'l have 
any earthly reason for tdling you them. 

Barón {cooUy). Very well — I'm all impatience, 

Prosp. Thank you ! Your obvious impatience I will re* 
lleve at once. About a nionth ago, añer tossíng more or less 
on the aforesaid stormy brine for the space of Ihree years, I 
knocked, with all my crocodiles, stufíed parrots, and pet 
monkeya, at the door of the únele I just mentioned. He líves 
about a mile frora bere, in a sort of dilapidated owl's nest. 
"Ah, you vagabond," said he, " it is you, is it?" "Yes," 
said I, "it is." "And are you niarried í " said he, " Mar- 
ried? " said I ; "do you think I have brought home the queen 
of the Cannibal Islands?" "Heartless ruffian," said he; 
" here have I condemned myself to the raiseries of celibacy, 
entirely on your account, expecting you to marry and bring 
home a wife to make my gruel for me ; and you persist on 
leaving me a solitary anchorite in my herraitage." He was 
Speaking of the owl's nest — "Go," said he, " there are plenty 
of charming girls in the neighborhood, and if you don't present 
me with a oiece-in-law in six months' time, I will marry my 
maid-of-all-work, and cut you off with a sou." Now what do 
you say to that ? 

Barón. Nothing. 

Prosp. Nothing ? Very well, then — we won't say another 
w<ml about it. Well, I at once took up my quarters at the 
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house of Brisemouche, your iieighbor, wlio alvrays has a 
bachelor den ready for me. t told him my dilemma, and he 
at once suggested a way out of it. He described your charm- 
ing sister-ÍD-Uw as just the wife for me— advised me to pay you 
a visit, make your acquaintance, atid propose for the young 
lady's hand. I have paid you a visit, niade your acquaintance, 
and I hereby propose for the young lady's hand. (Á'ím.) 

Barón. Very good. 

Frosp. Well, tlien, whal do you say? 

Barok. i don't say " no." 

Frosp. Then you say " yes." 

Barón. No. 

Prosp. Then, my dear sir, what the deucc áo you say? 

Barón. You must see my wife and her siater — it's thcir 
affair. {Rings bell on table ; rises.) 

Frosp. So be it — I had the honor of knowing Madame 
de la Glaciére before her tnarriage, three years ago, whec I 
was staying with Brisemouche, but not her charming sister, 
who was then at scbool. 

Enter Faül., r. 

Barón. Tell your tnistress a gentlerüan requests to see her. 
Frosp. And give her my card at the same time, 

Exit Paul., l. áoor with card. 

Barón. Stop to lunch if you like. 

Frosp, Enchanted ! 

Barón. Excuse me now — 1 must go and look añer my 
dogs. (Crosset to r. c.) We have a shootirg party after 
luncheon — you can come with us if you like. 

Eát by window, R. c. 

Pkosp. Cordial creature I 1 have made easy work of the 
husband — and now for the wife. {Crosses c.) His wife 1 
Louise ! Pretty changes three years have brought about I 
Not in tliis room, though — it looks exactly as when I last saw 
it — the table — the ornaments — the same — and the very same 
piece of embroidery. {Takes up boek from table R. C.) 
" Genevieve 1 " the very book we were reading. Why, it's the 
palace of the sleeping beauty in the woods, with everything 
asleep in its place. 
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Enter the Baroness, Louise ob la GLAaÉRS, l. ^>úr, 

LouiSE. Till yoü come to wake it üp, my fairy Prince, 
Prosp. (Jurning). Louise 1 {Check¡ himself.') Madaml 
LooiSE (skowing card'). I could scarcely believe my eyes 
when 1 read this well-koown iiame. And it is really you? 

(^Carnet domn L. c) 



Louise (l. c). Indeed you are 1 

Prosp. (r. c). Frank, at all events. I will be as candid 
— time has passed you by. 

Louise. As gallant as ever, I see — but you are wrong— I 
am changed entirely. 

Prosp. Entirely? What, does nothing then remain of the 
heart, which three years ago proinised mine so bright a dream 
of happiness ? 

Louise. Nothing whatever — there's not a scrap of my 
heart, ñor a thought of mind, that does not belong to its 
proper owner. 

Prosp. A sad change ¡ndeed. (Sr/íí.) 

Louise. Now, don'c sigh in that silly way, my dear Pros-, 
per. Our idle flirtation, I'ra sure, has no more real place in 
your heart than it has in mine. We shall always be good 
friends, and have long tatks about your travels, and SO on. 
And now, what did you wish to see me about? 

Prosp. About my marriage. 

lx>uisB. Marriage] tell me all about it — withwhom? 

(5/Vf at L, oftable.) 

Prosp. With your sister, Mademoiselle Mathilde de Meri- 
val. 

Louise (amasen). Mathilde I she's a mere child. 

Prosp. There are no children now, madam, except babies 
in arras. 

Louise, But she doesn't even know you. 

Prosp. So much the better — the unknown has 60 tnany 
charms. (Siís on sofá R. c.) 

Ik>U1SB. How do you know but what she may love tome- 
body else ? 

Prosp. I should be delighted to hear id 
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LouLSE. Delighted ? 

Pkosp. CertaJDly, my dear madam. l've been in China, 
and know something about teas — it's a capital plan to pour 
boiling water on the tea leaves, in order to open them, aud 
then throw it away — the first infusión is apt to be bitter — thc 
next cup is sure to be all the more agreeable. So with love, 
my dear madam, — itirow the first infusión away, and the 
second will have atl the real flavor. 

LouiSE. Vou are not so much changed as I Ihought — you 
are as absurd as ever,«I see. 

Pkosp. You are bappy, I presume? 

LouiSE. Perfectly: I love my husband devotedly — {rising) 
—and if I have a regret, it is that I should have deluded my- 
self into ihe belief I ever cared for another. 

Prosp. (rising). There, you see— you have flung your first 
infusión away; and the matrimonia] cup is all the sweeter for 
it. Why should you depríve your charniing sister of the same 
advantage ? 

LouisE. Prosper, with my consent, this absurd marríage 
ncver shall take place. I was a silly, frivolous, foolish coquette 
— if you will — when first I knew you, sir. Much as I deceived 
myself in fancying 1 was attached to you, 1 wiil not have the 
remembrance of my folly forced upon me, by the presence, in 
my family — before my husband's eyes — of one whom I have 
ever permitted to 

Prosp. Don't slop — to utter wotds of love, which you so 
sweetly echoed. 

LouiSE (angrify at firsl — then calmly). You yourself have 
proved how right I ara. Come, come, be generous. It is but 
little I ask of you. You do not even know my sister — give up 
the idea of her, and leave the house ; be assured I shall ever 
feel for you the truest friendship. 

Prosp. I ara very sorry — but I don't believc it. 

LouisE. You don't believc 

Prosp. In your friendship — no — no more than 1 would 
counsel you to believe mine. You are righl in saying thatwhat 
we bolh thought love — yes — boih — was nothlng of the sort. 
But, besides wounded affection, there is such a thing as 
wounded vanily. Three years ago you dropped me like a hot 
potato. (Prosp. advances ío Louise ; she retreals to l.) That 
potato's not cold yet — I have nursed it at the poles, and roasted 
it at the tropics ; the ashes of wounded vanity still glow in it ; 
and nothing but revenge can quench them. 
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Looisi. What do you mean ? 

{SeaUd \.. c., takti up embroidery.) 

Prosf. Everything around us remains exactly as when we 
last met. It wilt i^uire the very sraallest effort of imagination 
on your part to believe the interval of three years only one 
DÍght — that our parting was but yesterday. Well — yesterday 
you were sitling there working at that very same piece of cm- 
broidery. (Seated r. c.) I wss sitting here reading aloud this 
identicál boolc ; your mother dozed in yonder armchair — but 
dozed so lightly that our love cuuld only be expressed íd looks 
and sighs, and iittie notes flicked across the table — notes that 1, 
poor innocent that I was, never failed lo burn. (Riset.) 
Look t even our beloved post-boz — that statuette of Flora — is 
still there, as it was there years ago — I mean yesterday. Wcll, 
then — yesterday evening, Madetnoiselle Louise de Merival, you 
left me with the sweet consoling words, " We meet again to- 
morrow" — and this moming I find you Baroness de la Gla- 
ciére. You must admit the transformation appears rather 
abrupt. 

Louise. And wbosc was the fault? — yours — and youra 
alone I 

Frosp. Mine ? 

LouiSR. Why were you not neai me to prevent the wicked 
Barón froro carrying me oflf ? Where were you ? 

Prosp. Where was I ? On leaving you last night — three 
years ago — instead of going homc to bed, I stayed standing on 
the damp grass to gaze upon your window — I had lighted a 
cigar and was cmittiug smoke and sighs together, when all at 
once I saw a liitl^ bright spot before me. It wasn't a glow- 
worm — it was anpther cigar. 

Louise. A cigar ! 

Prosp, Yes ; with a man behind it — one of your ardent 
admirers, Monaieut de Reviere. Mutual surpríse, considerably 
augmented by the discovery of a third bright spot ! It was a 
third cigar — with a third man behind ¡N— Monsieur de Tonnére, 
another of your ardent admirers. 

Louise. Ah ! (JUses.) 

Prosp, Three buming hearts ofiering the incensé of their 
love and their cigars beneath your window ! Stormy explana- 
tions ensued ; and two very satisfactory little duels were the 
consequence. 

LouiSK. Good heavens ! {Siís.') 
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Prosp. De Tonnére contrivcd to gíve me a lungc through 
the ariii, which caused me to be carried home faintiDg, and put 
to lied íq a state of high fever and delirium — and ihere's where 
Iwas. 

LuuiSE. Bul my letter must have explaided '- 

Phosp. Your letter ? 

LouiSE. Yes— the letterthatl wrotetotell youof mymother's 
deteniiination to start fur Faris at daybieak — to marry me to 
the Barón de la Glaciére. I scarce know what I vrote ; but 
you must know — you must remember. 

Prosp. Upen my honor, this is the fírst word I have heard 
of it. 

LouiSE. Do not say that. I carne down herc by stealth to 
place the letter in the usual spot — certain that you would seek, 
and íind it there, the next morning. 

Prosp. But the next moming I wss in a bed wíth a high 
fever, I tell you. 

LouiSE {rising, alarmed). But if you did not take it, who 
did ? Where can the letter be ? 

Prosp. Where it was, perhaps — inside the Flora 1 

LouiSE. Yes — this room has never been opened since --— 

Prosp. Then the letter must be still there, 

{^Both turn and look at Flora.) 

LouiSK. I scarce daré look. 

Prosp. Never mind, I will. (Síar/s calmfy up síage^ 

LooiSE {eagerly). No I I — I. {They baík go up to Fiera.) 

Enter tke Baron by r. c window. 

Pkosp. {turning sharply, wiíH coolness. LouiSK eowus 
down to c). Your dogs are all right, my dear sir ? 

Barón. All right ( Crosses to c. , to Louise, who is tranj- 
Jixtd itiilh alartn.') What's the matter ? 

LouiSE (L. c). Nothiog. 

Barón (c). You seem agitated. 

Prosp. (r. c). Yes; the subjeci of our conversation—tíie 
objectofmy interview — wasof a nature to— — 

Barón. Oh I exactly — your offer. 

Prosp. Precisely so. ■ 

Barón (íc Louise). Well? 

Prosp. Well, it appears it's a scttlcd afiáir. 

Cooglc 
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LouiSE. I have couvinced Monsieur Couramont that there 
are serious obütacles íd the way. 

Barón. Ah ! 

Prosp. i beg your pardon I Obstacles to me are only 
stimulaots. 

Eoter Math., duor r. c.from u, followeii ¿^ Zeko., and 
Anat., and Brise., who crosses over io r. Anat. and 
Zeko. stand disputing ai tabU L. c. 

Math. {crossing to l., and kissing Louise). Good-morn- 
ing, sisCcT dear ! 

Prosp. (h., aside). Sister ! She ! My enchaniing horsc- 
woman of this moruiíig ! (^Alaud.) No, no; unless tlie lady 
herself objects, I shall endeavor to stand my ground. 

Barón. Quite right — try your luck. 

i^Goes up L., luith Math.) '' 

LoutSB (/tuc to Prosp.). This is neither delicate ñor gcn- 
eroua of you : but at the same time, ít is perfectly uaeless, be- 
lieve me, (Gnw up c. to Math.) 

Zeno. (tó Anat. ; apart). 1 forbid you to say one word 
to that Mademoiselle Mathílde, sir. (Taíís Anat. up r. c.) 

Brise, (coming down lo Prosp.). Well, how doyougeton? 
What does the Baroness say to your suit ? 

Prosp. (r. c). She has declared against me. But I defy 
her. Brisemouche, did you ever see tnro men aim at one part- 
ridge? That's exactly what 1 and the Baroness are doing. 
The partridge is there ? 

Bkjse. (r.). a partridge! Where? 

Prosp. (Juming and seeitig Louisk on tke point of raisíng 
up the statuette of Flora'). By Jove 1 she's going to bríng it 
doirn I 



Suz. Here I am at last ! 

{.Everybody turns round; LotnsE is ebíiged to put down thi 
statuette.') 

Brise, (r.). Mademoiselle de Rusevitle t 
LouiSB. Suzanne ! {They embrace at Z.) 
Math. (l, c). Ah, my dear godmotlier t {Kistes her.) 
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Prosp. (r., whiU LouisE embraces Suz.). She has miased 
Üiis time. Now it's my tura I 

{Begins ivorking Ais way uf síage.) 

Suz. (kissing LouiSE and Math.). Hovr d'ye do — bon 
d'ye do ? 

MaI'h. ril see that your room is ready, 

Exit, L. door. Barón comes down l. 

Suz. How do you do, cousin? (Ti» Bakon, l.) You 
know you are a bear — but I'll allow you to hug me for once in 
a way. (Barón kisses Suz.'s cheek and crosses to R.') Ah, 
Monsieur Brisemouche ! 

Brise, (r., presenttng Anat., who i's ai L. c). My young 
ward, whom 1 tliiiik you met ¡n París. 

Zeno. {L.,plucking AttAT., wAo is advancifig /oviard Svz.). 
Come away, sir, the impudent creature may want to kiss yau 

Suz, (^uliing A.VA1. toward her). Now you shall see how 
I'll make the dear boy blush ! {Offcrs her hand, which he is 
obliged to kiss.') There! Didn't I tell you he'd blush? 
IBows to Zeno.) Mademoiselle Zenobie, as fresh as ever, 

Zeno. {i.., courtesying stiffly), Madcmoiselte 1 

(She fuUs K'iikt. cnoay and takes him up stage to scoid Mm. 
She sits L. ef jireplace with Anat. on afootstQol besidt 
her.) 

LouiSE (r, c turning and seetng Prosp., who has gone uf, 
and at that momení has Ais hand on FJora). Monsieur 

Couramont ! 

Prosp. (r.). Missed ! 

LouiSE {presenling Prosp. eagerly, so as to oblige him to 
come dowrt). Monsieur Prosper, allow me to present you to 
Mademoiselle de Ruseville. 

Suz. (c). Delighted! {Looks at hoth of ihem, aside.) 
Hum I hum ! there's something golng on here ! 

(^Crosses and sits r. of table at l. Brise, r., Bakon by his 
side. R. Anat. andZE.NO. upstage; Imvíse goes s/otir/y 
vp stage.) 
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Pkosp. (c). i h^ve Itxig b«en desirous of beÍD^ introduced 
to you, Mademoiselle. 

Suz. You are fond of curhsUits, I believe ? 

Brisi. He has collecteil them from ali parís of the world. 
He's a mighty traveler 

Suz. A maD's happy privJlege ! How is a poor womaD 
to scamper over the wortd in steel hoops and crinolinc petti- 
coats ? What is the greatest curiosíty you have scen in the 
world ? 

Prosp. The greatest curiosity ? Woman, of course ! , 

Suz. It seems you have studied the animal. ' 

Prosp. Yes, as Brisemouche does insecta and reptiles. 

Suz. I hope you have oot found any venoraous specimens. 

Pkosp. Sometimes — and they are generally the fairest to 
the eye. {Turns to loúk at LouiSE, and sees her about to take 
áown the Flora — aside.) She's at ¡t again ! (A/oud.) 1 was 
just making that identical remark to Madame de la Glaciére — 
wasn't I ? (By directly addressing LouiSE he /orces her to 
drop the Flora, ivhich she has just lifled and come down. He 
offers her a chair by taile L., and ihus obliges her to sil.) I 
was comparing woman to a bird with a sharp beak, long claws, 
and varied plumage, which it is always striving to show off to 
the best advantage, and raoults at every caprice of fashion. 

Suz. Tndeed I And would you speak in that lone of your 
mother, or your sister, or your wife ? 

Prosp. I haven't either. 

Suz. Then, that's the reason you are so deñcient in your 
knowledge of natural history. 

Prosp. But, my dear madam, the exception only proves 
the rule. 

READY luncheon bell at L. 

Suz. But, my dear sir, the rule is wholly niade up of ex- 
ceptions. 

Prosp. Well, I confess I believed iu exceptions, until -. 

Suz. Unlilwhat? 

Prosp. Until two or three pleasant attempts were made to 
poison me. Since then, even ia our civilized country, where 
poisons take the shape of perñdy and breach of faith, I have 
swom never to be without an antidote. 

Brise. Bless my soul ! An antidote ! Of what nature? 

Prosp. Oh ! the merest trifle, sometimes, is enough — a 
mere scrap of paper, perhaps — a morsel of bandwriling. 
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/^ 

■^-^Suz. (aside). He means some Ictttr, Huin ! hum 1 What 
Isail this? 

Brise. Fie, fíe ! you wouldn't use such a. weapon agsinst a 

Fkosp. i would — as a shield — not a sword. Such a sys- 
tem is permissible by the moral code of eveiy natioD. 

Bhisb. There I we shall have him cítiiig his darling Chínese 
now, 

pROSP. Why not ? They are our superiors in many things 
— their porcelain, for instance. Now, compare with Chínese 
works of art {looking about, and as if suddenly seeing the Fiera 
for the first time), this little Sevres ornament, for instance. 
(71> LouiSE.) It is a statuette of Flora, I perceive, 

(^Goes eooUy uf and puts kis hand on íke Fiera.') 

LouisE (rising and fellewing him, alarmed). Slop, sir I 

(pROSP. iakes the Fiera; both come dowii C.) 

Pkosp. Don't be alarmed, madam. I know all its valué. 

LouisE (Jrying to stop him). Give it to me — ¡t's covered 
with dust. 

pROSP. (r. c). Don't give yourself ihe trouble. . (Asidt.) 
I feel the letter. 

LouiSE (c, tryingio dust it with her handherclñef). Allow 
me, with my handkercbief 

Pi*osp. No, no ! ril blow on it — that will do, 

(Turns away as if to blow the dust eff the statuette:) 

Suz. (rising and seizing the hand of LouiSB te stop her ¡ 
apart). Your husband's eyes are upon you. 

LoüiSE. Oh! didyoubutknow! {The letter falls.) Ahí 

(Prosp. puls kisfoet hastily on the letter.) 

Suz. {aside, L. c). A leiter ! I was sure of it I 

Prosp, {gtving the Fiera te Louise with elabórate foUíe- 

tiess). It Í9 evidCDt you set great store by this little ornament, 

madam. 

LUNCHEON bell off L. 
Louise (lew to him). What you are doing is shameful, 
sirl 
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EnterMATH., l. áoor. 

Math. Lunclieon is ready. 

Brise, {^getting uf). I'm not sorry to hear it, 

Anat. {rising hastily, and trying to get away /rom Zkno.), 
No I noT I. 

Zeno. {apart to Anat.). I forbid you to sit by the síde of 
that Mademoiselle Mathilde. 

Anat. But i 

Zeno. 1 forbid you, I say. 

Math. {semng hold of Anat.). You'U give me your ann, 
Monsieur Anatole ? 

Zeno. I forbid you. 

Math. and Anat. run U E., and Zeno., lurning, finds her- 
telf opposiU to the Barón, who offers her kis arm form- 
atly ; she is obliged to accepi ; I.OÜISE, unwilUngly, takes 
the arm of Bkisc, and keeps leoking back at Prosp. as 
they exeunt ali.. ■ . 

Suz. (to Prosp., who never íttrs, and stands wtth kis foot 
OH tht Utter). My dear sir, don't you mean 10 oífer me your 
arm? 

WARN cortain. 

Prosp. I beg your pardon, but Tve let falt my handker- 
chief. 

{Letsfatlfüs kandkerekief, and ptcks up the letter with it.) 

Suz. {low to htm). Come, come ! Give it up like a gentle- 

pRosp. {¡ow to her). Gireupwhat? 

Suz. The letter. 

Prosp. My antidote? No, I thank yon. 

Suz. Pll make you give it up. 

Pros?. I'll bet you anything you like, you won't. 

Suz. I'll bet you anything you like, I will. 

Barón {foming baek). Are you coming, you two? 

Prosp. (aloud). Deigo to accept my arm, madame. 

Suz. So you are a collector of curiosilies? I think I shall 
be able to show yon a few curious matters which may astonish 
you, great traveler as you are ! 

Prosp. (taughing). In instruments of warfare? 

Suz. In instruments of warfare 1 Have you ever met «ith 



24 A SCRAP OF PAPER 

any Amazons in your travels? They say it is a fabulous race 
— DOt quite, roy dear sír; uot quite, I can assure you — I'ra a» 
AmazOD 1 

RING curtaín. 
Only, nowadays people cali us oíd maids, bluestockings, or 
strong rainded womcD 1 {They go up tomará l. deor, ¡augh- 

QUICK DROP 
END OF ACT I 



ACr II 

Scene. — Roem assigmd to Prosp., íh tht House of Brise- 
mouche. Wiadow in fial ; r. 4 e., a door to bed-cham- 
ber, rendered alniost invisible by being covered with a 
¡creen, r. 2 e., a fireplace and wood-fire. Upper r, 
córner an Sgyptian mummy case, and otHer curiosiítes. 
L. 3 E., a high glased case full of natural curtosities. 
L, 2 E,, a door. r. 3 E., a smaller door. Oh all sides, 
maps, exotic plants, sluffed animáis, Eastern weapons, 
and ornaments, pipes, porcelain vases, iraveler's tent, 
etc., etc. ; Indian grass, mats, and skins of wild beasts 
on the fioor. r. c., a large íable with easkeí, books, an 
álbum, an ink-stand, a great tobáceo jar, leíiers, visiting- 
cards, etc. ; another table covered with curtosities, l. c. 
Armchairs, rocking-chairs, stools, etc. Prosp. is seated 
in an easy-chair, R., between table and fireplace, wrapped 
in afur dressing-gown, with a fox-sktn cap on his kead. 

Prosp. A pretty climate, opon líiy word I There's no seose 
abom it ! Before luncheon it was as hot as Calcutta, and now, 
later io the afternoon, it is as cold as Siberia ! {Throws 
another log on the fire.') I can't stand caprice cven in the- 
weather. The male beings are oul shooting. I wish them joy 
of their sport. ( Warms himself ai fire. FRAN90IS entcrs ai 
door L. 2 K.) What do you want? Come in, do — and shut 
the door 1 I didn't ring. 
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Frak. (erossing to Yí., and passing letter A? Frosp.). A 
letter for you, sir. The messeoger waits for an ansirer. 

Frosp. {táiitig ihe letter). Ah 1 from my uticle again ? I 
koow his ktcei by heart before 1 lead ic — every day the same 
story! " Heartless repróbate 1 Where is your wlíe ? " (Reaás.') 

Of course — "Heartless repróbate! Where is " The 

twentieth editton, neithei amended ñor coirected. {Throws 
letter into ihe fire.) Say thaC I'll be wilh him in less than an 
houT, and have my horsesaddled. (ExítFRAN., i/oorL. 3 £.) 
I can be there and back again in le^s than no time I I'll see 
the precious oíd genttemeu myself, and tell him I've found a 
wife — a charming wife — a delicious little wifc ! {Rising, goes 
io L. of tabk, and rolls a eigarette.) I'tl win her spite woman's 
wit and woman's wiles. Ah I you defy me to mortal combat, 
do you, Mademoiselle Suzanne? You want to steal my anti- 
dote, do you, Mademoiselle Suzanne ? 

READ Y knock L. 2 E. 

Possession ia tiine points to the good for me; but how to 
keep possession? "The lining of my hat was a good place 
of concealmeut, but I've had a warning in hat tinings. 
I once slipped a M/et doux into my hat, left it on a ferocious 
brother's table ; he picked it up, thought it was his own, and 
has worn my letter on his head ever since. My own room 
was the place — but locks are not to be trusted, and serv- 
ants still less. My casket, to be sure, has a secret spring, but 
caskets can be carried ofT bodily. I daré say some people 
might think it the simplest aiTair in the world to hide a scrap 
of paper. No such thing I It was a problem — the knottiest of 
problems — and I consider that I made a stroke of genius by,, 
concealing my príze in^— A 

KNOCK L. 2 E. y 

Who's there? Corac in. (Enter Anat., deor L. 1 E.) OhX^' 
it's you, my young fríeod ! You are not out shooting with the 
Otiier gentlemen, then ? 

Anat. (l., awkward and embarras sed, bttt trying lo piit on 
a dignified air). No, sir. 

pROSP. Mademoiselle Zenobie was afraid of your meetíng 
with some accident probably. AII right ! Sit down. Take a 
cigar? 
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Anát. {as be/ori). I tbank you, sir; I don't smoke. 
(¿//í awkwardly h. of table, l.) 

Frosp. (sUting L. 0/ íabU, k.). Ah I to be sure 1 Made- 
moiselle Zenobie objects to smoking. 

Anat. The fact is, sir, I am Dot here for the purpose of 
smoking, but of haviug a setious coDversation with you. 

Pkosp. lodeed ! 

Anat. I have learned by chance from my guardián this 
momÍDg that you have aaked the hand of Mademoiselle Ua- 
thilde de Merival in marriage. 

Prosp. Quite true; whatthen? 

Anat.. Why then, sir, 1 beg to infona you that I am in love 
with Mademoiselle Mathilde, and that my most ardeut desire 
is to make her my wife. 

Frosp. That is to say, if Mademoiselle Zenobie does not 
object. 

Anat. Mademoiselle Zenobie has noching to do wilh it, sir. 
It is an añair between you and me, Will you have the kind- 
ness to tell me whether you stUl persist in your inteutioD ? 

Prosp. (asidt). Poor boy ! (Ahuá.) My reply wÜl be 
brief— yes. 

Anat. Well, then, sir, you know the cousequences. 

Prosp. You don't mean a duel? 

Anat. I do. What else should I mean 7 

Pkosp. Very well. But as there are several ways of duelling, 
may I ask which you prefer? 

Anat. I give you the choice, sir. 

Prosp. Thank you, I own I have a. sort of weakness Utt 
the Japanese fashion 

Anat. (^getiing. up). The Japanese fashion by all mcaus 1 
I shall have the honor of sending you my second 

Pros?. Oh \ quite unnecessary ! The affair can be settled 

Anat. (Jiulling off his gloves). Such a proceeding is con- 
trary to all established rules — but no matter — I'm your man 1 

Prosp. (rising, takes íioo Malay daggtrs at \.., and comts 
dowti c, al R. of Anat,, and presents Ihem poiUely). Here 
are the tools for the job. Take your choice 1 

Anat. One of these? 

Prosp. Of course. (Anat. takes om.') You have taken 
the biggest — bul never mind. Aud aov (siíting down atK.c) 
you are the challenging party; have the kindness to begin. 
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Anat. (turning ¡n an aítiíude of defense, and surprised at 
teeing Prosp. quietly seaíed). Begin ! Hon 7 

Frosp. (coolly). By rippiug yourself up. 

Anat, Rip mysetf up ? 

Prosp. Yes, it's the Japanese manner of proceeding. They 
cali it " the happy dispatch." The challenger rips himsclf up 
first, and then the challenged is bound in honor to follow his 
example. Proceed — I'II follow you immediately I 

Anat. I ana not to be tnade gatne of, sir I We are in 
France here, not in Japan ; and your fashion is utterly absurd. 

Prosp. My dear fellow, the whole fashion of duellÍDg is ut- 
terly absurd. In the fiíst place, if we fought in the usu^ man- 
Dcr /should kilt you to a dead certainty. 

Anat. Sir 1 

Prosp. Oh I I should, I give you my word I And thcn 
you couldn't prevent my marrying the lady. But if you rip 
yourself, and I have to do the same, you won't marry her to 
be sure — but you'll have the pteasure of knowíng that I cau't 
either 

READY knock L. 2 E. 

Anat. You are treating me like a child, sir t 

Prosp. (rísing and holding out his hand). Say rather, like 
a friend. Come, my dear boy, let us fight out out fight afler 
a more sensible manner — with ourown stout heartsand mother- 
wits, {Rttvrns swords to l. , and tomes back as fu talks ío 
R. c.) You say you love Mademoiselle Mathilde — so far so 
good. For aught I know, she roay be very fond of you — so 
much the better, But, at the same time, allow me to flatter 
myself that, if you have made an impression, it's just possible I 
may do so too, especially as 3'ou haven't your guardian's con- 
sent to the marriage — and what's more, never will have. 

Anat. Never will have I Why ? 

Prosp. (íaughing). Whyl 

KNOCK L.2E. 

Zeno. (wiikouí, knoeking at door l. 3 e.). Monsleur 
Prosper ! 

Prosp. (Jaughing and pointing at door). That'swhyl But 
rU be oiT — I can't show myself to ladies in this trim. 

f Up stage to R.) 
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Zbho. (^ithouf). May we come in ? 
Prosp. Come in, by a]I means ! 

Exit into hedroom, k. 4 e., as enter Zeno. ani^ Math., ^!i>0/- 
L. 3 E. Anat. »/ stage to R. 

Zeno. (a/ c, looking round). Well, where ts Monsieur 
Prosper ? 

Prosp, {Jrom his room). I'ra herc I I beg pardon — I 
was dressed like a wild Indian, and I should have frightened 
you into fits. 

Zeno. It is for m to beg pardon. We expected to find 
Mademoiselle de Ruseville and tbe gentlemen here ; they are 
comitig to inspect your museum. {Crosses to r.) 

Prosp. {without, R.). Praj inspect by all means. 

Math. Igcingupc). What a quantity of pretty things I 

Zeno. (beckoning Anat. ío her and speaking asidt whihi 
Math. is looking round). You know very well I object to 
your being with Monsieur Prosper — he's a very dangerous ac- 
quaintance. 

Anat. (h.c). Youwon'ttetmespeak toasoulnext. Now, 
it's Monsieur Prosper — now, it's Mademoiselle de Ruseville — 
now, it's Mademoiselle Mathilde. {Comes down c.) 

Zeno. (k.). And pretty attention you pay to what I ssy I 
But tbis I tel! you — if you can't behave better, back to your 
tutor, thc Abbé Boulet, you go. 

Math. (comlng down L. lo eabinet, calling). Monsieur 
Anatole — come here! Look ! {Calis louder.) Monsieur 
A n atole 1 

Zeno. You'll not stir. 

{51Vj down L. of tabú, r., and looks over illustrated hooks. 
Anat. stands perplexed al C.) 

Math. (comtng down to l. 0/ Anat.). Prelty behavior ! 
So I am lo run after you, am I ? Oh ! yes ! I see — Madem- 
oisolle Zeuobie has forbidden you to speak to me. 

(SVí R. oftabUh.) 

Anat. (c). But, Mademoiselle 

Zeno. (r.). Anatole — bring me a footstool. 

Anat. Ves, ma'ain. {Fetches a foolstool.) 

Math. (Joiv to Anat.). I forbid you to give it to her. 

Anat. {bringing tht footstool). But I 
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Math. {skowing her/teí). And put it there directly , sir t 

Anat. (between íhe two women wilk íhe faotsíool), Bttt 
really, I dou't luionr ' 

Zeho. Where's ttie foot^ool? 

Anat. i don't know. 

Zeno. (b.)' ^l>y> you'vc got the fbotstool in your hands. 

Anat. Havel? Oh! yes I {Looks at lAKía.,wko keeps 
pointing al her own ftit.) But — Mademoisclle Mathilde 
asked me to. 

Math. (l.). Oht if Mademraselle Zenobie desíres her 
fbotstool, pray give it to her. 

(Anat., during the following, keeps going /rom ene to thá 
olher.) 

Zeno. (tartly). You are too kind, mademoíselle. 

Math. It is ooly due from a girl of my age to a Troman of 
yours, 

Zeno. (^fusMngaway the foststoot whUh Anat. presentí), 
The difference is not so great that I slioutd deprive you of the 
footstool, mademoíselle. 

Math. (refeeting íhe foatstoal whieh Anat. presents), 
Then pray accept it as a delicate attentiotí of Monsieur Ana- 
tole — which I give up to you. 

Zeno. (aside'). Insolent minx I 

Math. (aside). Take tliat, my dear I {Rises.) 

Zeno. (rising, apart to Anat.). You go báck to yonr 
tatoi's this vcry eveoing. 

{Goes to R. C, and sits down angrify.) 



oat word, I'U never apeak to you agajn in my life. 

Goes up L. to cabinet. Anat. sits down on the footstool ai C. 
indespair. Enter Brise., l. a e. door, in shootti^ a^ 
tire, with gun—fotlowedby%\SZ. 

Brise. May wc come in ? 

Enter Frosp., dressed, r. 4 b. doer. 

Pbosp. {ddvn C. behind Anat.). By all means ! — ^by «O 
means 1 (Bkisi:. crosses tofireplace at r.) 
Suz. (entering l. 3 e. ; te Prosp.). You see, sir, I make 
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the moat warltke entry, like an enemy aimed to tbc Ueth. 
Are you prepaxed to repulse me? (l. C.) 

Prosp. As an Eastern traveler, I bave but to say, " A ray 
of sunlight has the riglit to enter everywhere," {Bows to ker.^ 

Matm. {iíownl..'). And if ODe isn't a ray of sunlight ? 

Pkosf. {bowing lo htr). The perfume of the rose has the 
same privikge. 

Math. {¡ow la Anat.). He's a great dcal more gallant 
than you are. (£^ r. ío mummy case fetlowtá by Suz.) 

Prosp. Well, what havc you killed to-day? 

Brise. {íurning round /rom jire). Between Us all— just 
onc dog ! 

Prosp. But I thought your fiiend the Barón was a crack 
shot? 

Bkise. De la Glaciére? {Comes to R. c. , passing m front 
of ¡ab¿e.) I don't know what's the matter with him this afier- 
noou. He was more silent and moróse than cver, and missed 
every bird. 1 left him with Bapliste, who accompanied us. 
(^Comes upon Anat. with his gun as if he carne upon a haré.') 
Holloa I what are you doing here ? 

Zeno. He is going back to his tutor's. 

Brise. On that footstool ? 

ZenO. This very evening — to continué his studies. 

Brise. But, my dear girl, I don't sce the necessity, 

(^Crosses to diván L. and sits.) 

Anat. Ñor I. (Jíises.) 

Zeno. But I insist upon it I There, go and pack up. 

Anat. l'm góing — I'm going 1 (Aside, goes R.) But 
l'm not gone yet. Hang oíd Zenobie ! 

Exit R. 3 E. ; PROSPU£tó«rfi«^ c. ; Zkno. seated; Suz. cotnes 
down behindn^ ; Math. goes here and there. 

Suz. (b. c). Well, I must say the collection of curiositia 
in this room is most remarlcable. 

Prosp. (c). Induding the collector? 

Suz. Especially the collector, who sits on an American 
easy-chair before a Flemish table covered with an Algerine 
table-cloth, and smokes Turkish tobáceo in a Germán pipe 
— or after a dinner a la Husse, at which he has talked 
"sport" in English, drinks a Chínese beverage out of Dres- 
den porcelain, asks for Italian music, and then calis bímaelf ■ 
Frcnchman ! 
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Math. {holdtng up a slring qf shells whiek ske distavers 
in (obimt at l.). Oh, what pretty shells I 

{Comes down l. ^^Prosp.) 

Prosf. a prescDt from the Queen oí che Cannibal Islands. 

Zeno. a collar, I see. 

Prosp. (Jo Zeno. and Suz.). Yes. (Aside.) It is really 
a petticoat; but I did not like to say so. 

Math. (l.). Oh, Anatole! What, is he gonc? 

Zeno. Gone, mademoíselk. 

Math. {ío Prosp.). Many thanks for your kíndness, sir. 
{Crasses lo r.) Are you coming, godmamma? 

Suz. I'U foUow you immediately. 

Brisk. (to Math., who is going out, R.). Are you going 
that way ? 

Math. Yes ; it's the shortest cut to the chateau. (Astde.) ■ 
And that's the way Anatole went. 

Exit, R. 3 B. 

Brise, (rising). I'll be off too — who knows — we may con- 
tri ve to bríng down anolher dog. 

Zeno, (aboul to go out door, l. i k.). Are you not com- 
ing, naademoiselle 7 

Suz. Thank you, I'll foUow Mathilde. 

Brise. Good-bye, Prosper I 

Exit, L. 2 E. door, preceded by ZenO. 

Suz. (with her haiid on door r. ^ %., as if ready to go, 
smiles at Prosp. viko comes to l. of table at B. and bows to 
her. Tken Suz. takis Iter hand from the door and reliirns to 
R. of tabie). 1 have the hoBOr, sír (^paiising), to wish you a 
very good-day. 

Pros?. Oh I oh ! I thought you were beattng a retreat. 

Suz. (r.). Before giving battie ? It's very clear you don't 
knoir me. But, first, do you mean to keep the letter ? 

Prosp. I mean to kcep it. {Passes to r. of table.') 

Suz. {passing tn front of talle to L,). Well then, before 
coming to actual hostilities, suppose we interchange a few diplo* 
matic notes. (i„ of table r. c.) 

Prosp. (r. of table R. c). A few diplomatic notes, by aü 
means. (jBoth seated.) 
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Suz. Note one — (Jeaning elbews en tabW) On our side we 
make an appeal to th« honor of our adversary, aod simply ask 
whether he thinks it honest lo keep a tetter which he has — 
what shall I say ? 

pROSP. Scolen 1 

Suz. No — we'll be diplomatic, please, and say " annexed." 
What has your side to answer ? 

Pkosp. That Che letter being addressed to me was mine, 

Suz. But it was oever delivered — ergo, it is still ours. 

Prosp. But yon setit il — ergo, it is siül mine. 

Suz. Pardon me, it was never senl. 

Prosp. PardoD me, it was put inte the post — that is — ihe 
Flora. The question is — Dues a letter put ínto the post bek>ng 
to the seoder or the sendee ? 

Suz. To the send-er. 

Prosp. To the send-;^. 

Suz. Well, let's cut the Gordian knot— to both. 

Prosp. When the rights are equal, posscssion decides the 
claim. I think, madam, we have settled that quesiion. 

Suz. Hum I Note two — We next ¡nquire, what use you 
intend to make of our handwriting? 

Prosp. My answer to that questioD has been already cate- 
gorically given. LeC the strictest neuCrality beobserved; and, 
die moment I give up all hopes of MaChilde, l'll bid an etemal 
adieu to Madame de la Glaciére, and buin che letter before 
her eycs. 

Suz. You wiU do that ? 

Fkosp. On my honor I And I veríly believe I should have 
done so at once on returning home-~of course, without ad- 
mitting [he fact — had you not defíed me to mortal combat. 

Suz. Well, then, I withdraw my challenge ; and you can 
burn it now. {Rising, laughs.) Look, here is a capital fire — 
I won't say a word to Louise — and you will lose nothing bj 
your good action. (^Países infront of tabk to R.) 

Prosp. (rising, laugkmg). I beg your pardon — I should 
lose che intense satisfaction of seeing you hunt for the letter in 
vain. (Países behitui iable to l.) 

Suz. Is that your ultimátum? 

Prosp. My ultimatissimum — search, search I I sha'n't [ure- 
yent you. The letter is here — somewhere 1 

Suz. In this very room ? 

Pros?. Or else in the oiher I First catch your haré and 
then you may cook him yourself, at any fire you please. 
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SiTZ. No, no, 1 shall not be satisfied till I have roade you 
burn it with your owd hands. 

Prosp. Indeed ! Then, I gjve you my word of honor, if 
you CQDtríve to do that, I will pack inyself off this very cven- 
ing to look out for a wife tn tlie Caiinibal Islauds, Jericho, or 
anywhere you picase. 

Soz. Your word of honor ? 

Prosp. My word of honor I 

Suz. Beware I 1 ana obstínate. 

Pkosp. So am 1. 

Suz. I am goÍDg to sit down to a regular siege — I shall 
bore you until ydu say yourself, " 1 bad better burn the Ictter 
and get rid of that tiuisance of a noman 1 " 

Pros?. Never vías criminal threatened with so alluríog a 
puoishmcnt ! I'm enraptured to think of the many pleasaot 
hours we are about to pass in a long delicious tíle-d-tite — I 
am sorry to be obÜged to leave you a short time — I have an 
indispensable visit to pay to a tíresome oíd uacle ; but pray 
oonsider yourself perfectly at horoe. 

READY knock at R, 

There's good fire — plenCy of books and drawings for your 
amuseoient — all my curiosities and Brisemouche's entomolog- 
ical treasures. Everything (waüing hit hand as if to deliver 
the room up la her) is open for your inspection — except this 
little casket (Jndicaíing box on tablt, on whieh he places his 
haná a mctnenf), which contains papers that cannot possibly 
interest you. Open everything else — turn everything topsy- 
turvy — (^passing to áoor r. a b.) and I hope on ray return to 
have the happy prívilege of renewing this most agreeable con- 
versation. 

Exit, R. 3 I. 

Suz. He's actually gone ! (Stands a momenf looktng about 
the room.) Haug the man, his impertinence is perfectly de- 
lighlful. (Imitates.y "Search, search^-cverything is open for 
your inspection — everything but this casket." (Looks keenly 
ai the box. Puts her hand on it as Prosp. had done.) My 
dear sir, the stress you lay upon the casket convinced me thM 
the letter is not there. But it is here — " somewhere." Where 
can he have concealed it ? 

KNOCKING R. 3 E. * 



,,!■ Google 



34 A SCRAP OF PAPER 

Has he retumed ? No— -it b at this litüe door leadjng down 
into the park. 

KNCXX R. 3 E. tepeated. 
Who can it be? I don't w^nt to be found in a straage gentle- 
man's room. One's never too fÉk for scandal — a pretty mess 
I've let myself into— that comes oRieddling with othec people's 
affairs. 

KNOCK repeated. 
(Sl)2. opens R, door ; Louise looks ip ; sht wears a remark- 
abU Indian shawl over ker htad.') 

Louise (r.)- You ate alone — are you not? 

Suz, (l. of iable), Louise ! 

LouiEE (coming in and closing the door behind her hastily). 
I saw him ride by the windows of the chateau. You did not 
retum, and niy impatience was SO great that I hastily thrcw on 
this shawl and carne myself. 

{Crosses to fire and puts shawl on ehair btside tt^ 

Suz. What imprudence 1 If your husband had seen you, 
or that dear, delightful, censorióus Mademoiselle Zenobie 

Louise. What matter, since we were both together? Have 
you got it? ÍR. of iabie.) 

Suz. The letter? No — he refuses to give it wp. 

Louise. He must have left it here. Find it — find it, I 
entreat you t I am so terrified — 1 scarce daré raise my eyes 
to look into my husband's face — I fancy he suspects — knows 
everything. 

Suz. What if he does know everything? You say the 
whole afiair was only a most innocent little ñirtation. 

Louise. Of courae it was — I was a thoughtiess, romantic 
girl at the time, and saw no wroiig ; but my husband, under 
that scmblange of ^lathy, conceals a highly sensitive nature. 
The bare suspicion of any previous attachment, even of the ; 
slightest flination, would wound that nature to the quick. The I 
discovery of this letter might rouse all his jealous susceptibih- 
tiea and cotnpromise our domestic happiness forever. I 

Suz. (seaUd L. of iabU at r.). Ah, my poor, dear friend, 
what a waming you give to silly girls ' 

Louise. Not to wríte letters 1 Oh I yes— girls ^should 
never writt I ■, 
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Strz. They should rathei betrare of fosteríng absurd ideas, 
and fáncymg themselves in love. 

LouisE. But don't let us lose any time — let us huDt 
about. {Goes up C.) 

Suz. {speaking refieetively). That's the very thing l'm now 
doing. % 

LouiSE {turning about, comes áown c). Doing t seated 
therel 

{Begins nervously turning over papen and bookt en tablt 
a/L.) 

Suz. Yes, in my head — that's my way of huDtiiig. But do 
you go your own way to work. 

LouiEB (^pettiíhly, slamming down a booK). Oh I you put 
me oul of all my patience ! 

Suz. (eaaUy). My dcar chitd, oature made woman wcak, 
but gave as compensation a sixth sense. Havc you ever ex- 
aniined atiy butterflies? 

LouiSE. What ai) absurd question I 

Suz. (rising and going to tabU, L. c, and iaking up a £ase~\ 



of butterflies). They have got long, thin horns upon their ) 
■ • ■ ■ '■'..■■; iatadis-Zj/ 

lance. Look ! Ví" 



heads to cnablc them to feel and appreciate objects a 



LouiSB, What do you mean? i 

Suz. The naturalists cali them "antennaa." Well, my I 

dear, womcn loo have "aotennEe," but of so delicate a nature ■. 

that they are invisible. Sometiiues they are made like tendríls,^/ 

to entangle our natural enemy, man ; sometintes they are sharp 

and poiuted, just lo blind them, my dear. 

LouiEE (turning away pettishly). And you want to find 

my letter with your " antenníe " — a likely ideal I'd rather 

trust to my ten fingers. 

i Goes on opening all the drawers in cabinet, ele. ) 

Suz. (returning to c). You shall see how I wíll use my 
"antenníe." Yes, yes; open all the drawers — hunt away. 
Jiist see if you can't find your letter in the guitar case. What 
a child you are ! 

LouiSE. He raay have hid it among the books. 

(í?n« to case up r.) 
Suz. And you mean to look among all the three handred 
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volumes — out of the qucstíon I Look at the edges of the 

LouiSE. Why ? 

Suz. Are they dusly? 

LouiSE. Yes. 

Suz. AIl along? f 

LouiSE. All along. 

Suz. Then it's not among the books. If he bad puUed one 
dowu, the dtist would have been discurbed. 

LoüiSE. To be sure. 

Suz. Just look at that little bit of paper folded together, 
and put to steady the leg of the table. 

ijndicatts table, r. c, and benás over to look.) 

Louise. This? {Comes down.) 

Suz. Yes; {geiting uf) it's not worth the trouble; the 
paper is black and worn. 

LouisE. Yes ; and he would never have put it there, where 
everybody can see it. {She continúes to hunt about.) 

Suz. It's very clear you don't know how to ase your 
"anteante." Your knowing man would be sure to make so 
little conceaiment of an object he wished to hide that nobody 
would be likely to look for it in a place so open to inspcction. 
I'll wager now, that if we can't fjnd this unfortunate letter, it 
is because it is lying about somewhere before our very eyes. 

LotnsE (wko has been kunting about, K.). Nothing — noth- 
ing ! but there's another room here. 

Suz. Go in by all means. My right of search is unlimitcd, 
though, 

LouiSE {ppening the door, B. 4 E.). If he should come 
back? Nomatter; you would give the alarm. 

Exit, R. 4 B. 

Suz. {looking around her). Where can it be? He's clever 
enough to have put it simply under his lettcr-weight. {At l. 
of tahlev.., lifts up ¡etier-prtis.) No !— in this vase? Noth- 
ing but visiting cards and a stiek of sealing-wax. In this jar? 
{Oprns the tobácea jar.) Tobacco — cigarette papers — several 
letters crumpted and torn. (J?eadí superuripiion of letter^ 
"Monsieur Prosper Couramouut, in the care of Mahony 
Brothers, Madrid." "Monsieur Prosper Couramonl, Albany, 
London" — "Try post-office, Paris." {Goes on with several 
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otker kUers whUk ske pastes, as she speaks, from her right 
kand ta ker left.) " Monsieur Prosper Couramont, in the care 
of the Reverend Mr. Huggins, Sandwich Islands!" "Mon- a 

sieur Prosper Couramont " (Stops and takes up ^^it / 

UtUr.') Stop ! this Ictter has scen a good deal of the worlrfí^ 
It must have been a very precious letter for him to hav^ 
brought it all the way frora (he Sandwich Islands and kept it 
so long {weighing ii in her haiidí) ; and yet it's very ligiít, 
There's only the veriest scrap of papcr"ín it. Now .jvíío, I 
should like to know, would have sent a letter all the way to the 
Sandwich Islands, costing no end of postage-money, which 
cannot contain much more than " How do you do ? " " Very 
wd!, I thanfc you." It's very odd — very ! (Co/Zr.) Louiset 

LooiSE {in the roem, r.). I can't find it 1 

Suz. Louise, was the letter large ? 

LouisE iwiihin). No; only half a shcel of note paper 
folded ia two. 

Suz. {feeüng the envelope). A half shcct of note paper 
folded in two. (Aloud.) On white paper? 

LouiSK {as before). No ; piuk. 

Suz. {holding tht envelope up ta the lighf). It » pink I 

LouiSE {as before). I've found a quantity of papers. 

Suz. Have you, dear ? All right ! {Smells the envelope.) . 
'Tis an oíd scrap of paper ; all the perfume is gone. {Holds 
up the envelope again.) If I could butseethe writing. {Abottt 
to open the envelope.) He gave me pcrmission to searcfi cvery- 
thing that was open, and this envelope is open. {Checks her- 
sel/.) Stop, Stop! it's not quite the thing. One isn't in the 
hábil of openÍDg other people's letters. {Feels the envelope.) 
And yet, if it were Louise's letter. Oh ! my fingers burn — my 
fingers bum 1 

Enter Louise, k. 4 e. 

Louise (erytng with vexation as she comes down c). Oh 1 
my dear Suzanne, I give it up t We shall never find it now I 

READY fcnocfc R. 
Suz. I can't bear it any longer — I can't see her cry. 

{Opens envelope and takes out paper, which she hands to 

Louise.) Is your letter anything like that ? 

Louise (l. c, opening the paper). 'Tis the letter itself 1 
Suz. (r. c, bursting out lau^hing). What do you >ay to 

my "antenose" now, my dear? 
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LouiSE. Oh I yes — it'a the same. (Xeatís.) " I am 
obliged to Icave bome by daybreak; but for ornear^—" 
Could I have wrítten such words? Fool that I wasl and 
should my husbaod ever know. 

VIOLErn' knockÍDg R. 

Suz. Some one kiiocka ! 
LouiSE. It was there — there I 
Barón (wilhout k.). Openthedoort 
Suz, Your husbaiid ! Give me the letler. (SnaUhes it.) 
LouiSE. Good heavens I whcre shall 1 tiide ? 
Suz. {lotv; going to open the doer). Doo't think of hídJiíg 
— stay where you are. 
LouisE. No, no — he wóuld see my agitation. 

{RuHS tú R, ^E. Barón continueí to knoek^ 

Suz. {low, ker hand OH lock of door, b.). No — stop, I tell 
you ! (LouiSK exits raotn r, ; witk vexation.) Oh I foolish 
woman ! (¿íí opens the door, r. 3 e.) 

Enter Barón, tn sheotittg dress, with hit gun. 

Bakon (r., surprised). You! 

Suz. (b. c, ca¡m and sniiUng). Yes— I ! What an uproar 
you have been making I 

Barón. Here ? 

Suz. In this museum. I'm looking at all the curiosities. 

Barón {looking round hitn). Alone? (Comes to C.) 

Suz. You see (Sits at table i.. C, and examines a 

drawer full of sheUs.) What a wonderful collectioo of shells 
to be sure— only look I 

B^ron {putting down his gun, h.c.to l.). But 1 heard talking. 

Suz. 1 was trying to pronounce thcse dreadful words aloud. 
Why ííííV/ sci en tifie men give such preposterous ñames toihings? 
Oh I look — isn't that pretty ? 

Barón. You were not alone — Louise was here. 

( Comes to l. i^/ table, L. C.) 

Suz. What should she be doing here? 

Barón. Something she was ashamed of apparently, uone 
she made her escape. 

Suz. (laughing, itill looking at shells). Ha, ha, ha I docs 
tnís ñt often seize you, cousin ? 
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Baroh. She was here, I say ! 

Suz. And if she was, why shouldn't she be heie still ? Da 
yoü think she has hidden herself under the table 1 

Bakon (roughly, iúoking htr full in thefact). TheD why 
didn't you open the door iimnediately ? 

SiTZ. {not al all diseoníeríed). Because I thought the 
knocking was at the other door, and I opened that fírst. 

Barón. In order tliat Louise might get away. That's the 
way she went, then? (^Goes /f l. a £., and looks úut.) 

Suz. What a tiresotne oLd bear you are I If Louise went 
that way, go and look after her ; and leave me to examine the 
ghells. 

Barón {coming behind tabW). My wife was strangely agi- 
tated ihis morníng after her conversation with Mondeur What's- 
his-name, whom she knew before her marriage — more still, 
duríng that little alTaii about the statuette — what did that 
mean? 

Suz, (Jooking at sfulls), Perhaps she was afraid he would 
drop it. (Jiiíes, goes C.) 

Barón {getling more and more angry, follows ker ofL^. 
The man madc an offer of marriage for Mathilde, without ever 
haviiig seen her — a mere pretext, it is very cleai, togetintothe 
house and see my wife — a got-up plan to divert my suspicions 1 
i^Seizes ko/d of Suz.) Look me in the face and lell me it was 
rjS3¡.j»r^tyna can. 

Suz. (r. c). It's as cleai as noonday — only let go my 
hand, picase, for you hurt me; and a pretty mess you have 
madc of the poor shells. (^Opens her hand; shows the shellí 
inpotvder.) You really don't know how to behave yourself. 

Bakon (l. c). Listen. I left Brisemouche out shooting to 
return home — I inquired for my wife — she was gone out, but I 
had her spaniel, Fidéle, with me ; and he has tracked her to 
this house — to the foot of that stáir. I tell you my wife is 
here 1 Where is she, I say ? Where is she ? 

Suz. What do you ask me for? Since you've taken to 
hunting your wife as they hunt slaves, whistle for Fidéle, my 
dear sir, whistle for Fid¿le. 

Barón. Suzanne, you tríflewithmyfeelings! 

(^Crosses to r.) 

Suz. Trifle with your feelings ! No— I wish to spare them. 

If I laugh at you, it is to show how senseless is your conduct. 

Come — come — calm yourself, and try to be a little reasonable. 
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Bakoh. You are right — you are right to jeer me — my jcal- 
ousy blinds me — it drivea me mad ! Jt makes me utterly mis- 
erable. {Throws himstlf iitto a chair , l, of lable, r. c.) 

Suz. (t). Look up, my poor frieod ! Now, how can you 
ruin all your happiaess thus, when you have a chaiming wifc 
who thiuks of nobody but you — lives for nobody but you ? 

Barón. I know it, Suzaane — I know it — and I am calm now 
— {elbows on labit, head in hattds) quite calm; but should 

anything again ever cause me to suspect (Sees Louise's 

shawl, stares ai it, thtn rises and darls en it.) My wife's 
shawl I Ah 1 you see she has been here ! 

Suz. Well— what of thc shawl f 

Barón (r.). Who pul it there? 

Suz. (r. c). i did — I took up Ihe ñrst that came to hand. 

Barón. I don't believe you. My wife's shawl is here — 
then she's not gone — she's still coucealed here — and I swear 

that if I find her 

( Crossts to L. , to take up his g«n.^ 

Suz. Barón ! Barón ! 1 beg of you — 
Barón {searcking, in spite o/ her). Leave rae I 
SüZ. {trying to stop kitn). Hear me ! hear rae I 
Barón (seeing the door, r. ,^k.'). Ah ! there'sadoorhere I 
(Suz. springs between him and tht door.) She is concealed iu 
that raao's room. Let me go — by beaveu, I'll have his lífc ! 

{Menaces witk kis gun-) 

Suz. For my aake 

Barón. For your sake ? 

Suz. (ariii feverish kaste, as if regaráless of wkat she ¡s 
saying). Yes — for mine ! You drive me to this confessioD by 
your violence. What ! were you so blind ? (Parees himfront 
door towardc.) Did not my erabarrassment — my agitation — 
at once reveal the truth ? I didn't open the door at once, "tís 
true, because I was afraid of being found here. Your dog evi- 
denily recognized your wife's shawl which 1 wore. Don't you 
? Louise refused her sister's hand to Prosper, because she 
;w I loved him years ago — don't you see ? Prosper imagíned 
I had deceived him, and so wanted to raarry another in order 
to revenge himself oo me — don't you see? When Louise spoke 
low to him, it was to justify rae, and prevent this detesled mar- 
riage, wiiich I was resolved neveí should take place — don't you 
■ee? Don't you see? 
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Barok (l.). Yes, yes, I lemember now. He spoke thii 
morning of some heartless treachery on the part of a woman. 

Suz. (k.). He meaat me — I was the heartless treachery I 
{S^hs^ fiut it was al) a mistake — a misunderstanding. 

Barok. Why Dot tell me this at once? 

Suz. Can you ask the qtiestíoQ? What woman would 
willingly confesa the weakneüs of herheart? And then you 
were so violent, and made such aii awful noise — you don't knoir 
what a noise you do make. And I was so frightened, and — so 
out it carne — I don't know how — and — don'tyousee? don't 
you see ? [Aside.) I don't know what on earth I am talking 
about. 

Barón. Be calm, my dear Suzanue — no one shall ever 
leartí this secret from rae. But I'U not allow this man to tríflc 
with your feelings in this nianner — I'U see him at once. 

Suz. See him — what for ? 

Barón. What for? Why, to tell him I know the state of 
affairs betwecn you, make him witbdraw his preteosions to the 
hand of Mathilde, and— and 

Suz. And what ? 

Bakom. What? Why, marry you, to be sure I 

Suz. (aside). Good heavens 1 I didn't take that into my 
reckoning. 

Barón. Yes, yes ; I'll see the fcllow — spcak out my mind 
at once. 

Suz. What are you thinking of, my dear friend ? Let rae 
see him first — endeavor to lure him back myself. You would 
DOt depríve a woman of ber deaiest privilege — ^would you, 
cousin ? 

Barom. As you will. (Goes on witk volubiüty, spite of 
the efforts of Suz. to ¡peak.) Marry you he shall — dead 
or ahve I I won't have him play fast and loóse with cousin 
Suzannc — that I won't. I owe him a grudge for makiog me 
suspcct Louise — my own dear, good Louise. (Bursts ouf 
laugking.) Good heavens 1 what a fool man makes of himself 
sometiraes I But he shall pay for it — he shall marry you as a 
punbhment — no, 1 don't mean that — but marry you he shall I 
Now, then, to bring down my man I araicably — I mean anii- 
cably I (País his gun.'} Oíd trusty, here, is for the par- 
tridges — so bo, Fidéle I and off we go 1 

Suz. (aside). Now the popular opinión is that that man 
can't talk. 

Barok (furning at doer l.). Not a word to Louise 1 

Coo'^le 



43 A SCRAP OF PAPER 

Suz. She shall not know more about the afiidr than ihe 
koows at this moment — 1 give you my word. 
Barón. 1 would not have her know for the world. 

Exit, L. 3 E. Refinter Louise, r. 4 s. 

LouiSE (tkrowing herself into the arms af Suz,). Oh 1 
Suzanne, my dear, ktnd firiend, blessings on you — you have 
saved me I 

Suz. Yes, but I'vc losi myself I 

LouiSE. What do you mean ? 

Suz. Simply that he wanls me to marry this man. You 
koúw that will never do — I should inevitably have to play the 
"Bride of Lammermoor " with him and fínish him offon the 
wcdding-eve. 

LouiSB. But think — should my husband see him and speak 
to him, all might still come out. He must go away at once. 

Suz. (c). Go he shall 1 But now, be off yourself I Your 
husband might return home; and you must be there before 
him. 

LouiSE. But I should like to see th^ letter burnt. 

(Crosses to firepiaet.) 

Suz. Don't lose a moment, I entreat you, 

LouiSE {íaking »/ her shawl). But ^ould I be secn 

Suz. {opening deor r. 3 E.). Go this way— the coast is 
clear. 

LouiSE. I will. 

Suz. But leave youi shawl, silly crcature. 

LouiSE (throwing ií to Suz.). Yes, oTcourae. Ishiülfly 
homc like a bird ; my heart is lighter now. 

Bxit, R. 3 B. 

Suz. (íaking the letter out of her poeket ). It's no such diffi- 
cult matter to burn the letter. But how to gct him to go is 
quite another aifair ; he won't budge if he can help it. (^Looks 
at the dock.) There is still time for hira to pack up and get 
o£F by the nine o'clock train. (Goes to fireplace and begins 
crumpling the letter in arder to throw tí inío the fire.) If I 
could but contrive to get him away ! (^Just about to pul the 
letter into the fire.') No — not the envelope — I have no riglit 
to that. {She takes the paper out of the envelope.') But 1 
must put something in the place of our precious prize — any 
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■crap <Á papcr will do. (^Turns to table, takes up a piece of 
btañk paptr Jrem tí, Jolas tí, and puls U in the envelofie.) 
And DOW we'U return " Monsieur Ehe Rev. Mr. Huggins " to 
the Sandwich Islanda, in the aiidst of the tobáceo. Everythiiig 
back to its place. {Ske puts back into the jar the ¿etters, etc., 
she had previousfy íaken oul of U, stirs them up, shakes tht 
jar, and sets tí down in tís place.) Therc — uow for the fatal 
Mlüt deux ! {Approaches the jireplace.) 'Tis a great pity — 
for I had such a fancy {lightiitg the paptr) for making him 
burn it himself. {Putling back the paptr whUh is alight, and 
iltnving tí ottt.) 

READY knock L. 

Buní it himself — yes I what was it he swore ? "I give you my 
word of honor that if you raanage to make me burn the letter 
myaelf, I will pack myself oüT this very evening to look out for 
a wife in the Cannibal Islands — or Jericho — or where you 
will." He gave me his word of honoi. He's an oddity ; but 
he wonid keep his word, 1 am sure he would — I like the looks 
of him. Would it be then such a very di£5cult task to make 
him burn the letter? Let'a see — let's see — (she looks into 
the fireplace) suppose I place it on the hearth near the fire. 
{She twiUs the paper up.) That's it — it looks exactly as if he 
had already lighted a cigar with it. [She comes away /rom 
the fire, itandi R. of table L, C, and looks around.) Jt's really 
getting quite exciting ! How it would amuse me to make him 
burn it himself I {Ltstins.) Some one is coming up-stairs. 
It's he, probably. Oh ! — there mustn't be matches about ! 
(Hastily takes match-box from mantel and throws tht matches 
tnto Ihe fire.) That will do. {Sits down in armehair, R. of 
tablt L. C.) 

KNOCK L. 2 E, 
READY to lowet líghts. 

Oh I yes — knock away. I'n not going to hear you. (Leant 
back and closts her eyes.) 

Enter Prosp. quietly, L. a E. ; he looks around for Soz., and 
seetng her lytng back in armehair approaches her on tiptoe. 

Prosp. (r. c). Asieep I Overeóme with fatigue and ut- 
terly discouraged. {Zoeks round htm.) She bas been tuni- 
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ing everything topsyturvy, {^Looks into raom, r. 4 E., anJ 
¡augks.') Ves, and therc too ! Now for the Ictter ! Can she 
have found it ? (Süz. foliows him with tht corners of her 
eyts, while he opem the tobáceo jar and sees the emitlope,) 
Ño, al) safe. Come, womaji's cunning has been bafüed for 
once. {Sits down r. ef table and looks at Su2,) I am vcry 
sorry for her (Jooking more neariy) ; she is really a very nice 
womaQ — pretty hand — good eyes too — I really must have 
another look at her eyes. ( Geís up and bends over h^r.) 

Süz. (opening her eyes wide and ¡ooking at him'). What 
did you say ? 

Pkosp. (síaggering baek). Knocked clean over ! 

Suz. (^pretending fo awaie). Oh ! 1 bcg your pardon, I 
belíeve I must have droppcd asieep. 

Frosp. Pray consider yourself at home. 

Suz. (rtsing). What o'clock is it ? 

LIGHTS down slovly* 

Frosp. (goiag to the dock on the tnantelpiece over fireplaee). 
Past six. 

Suz. So late I Well, I can't help it — I won't give up my 
purpose; and here I shall remain at my post till that purpose 
is accoraplished. 

Frusp. Allow me to admire your obstinacy, It is the most 
hcroic piece of chivalry I have ever seen. 

Suz. Obstinacy 1 You are not gallant. 

pROSP. Well, let US say firmness. 

Suz. Yes : firmness in a woman — obstinacy iii a man. 

Prosp. Now lalte care, you are pitting yourself against a 
man who has fought with Red Indians, and won his (omahawk 
on the field. I have been dubbed a great chief myself, and it 
would be no mean glory to carry off my scalp. 

READY li^tits up. 

Suz. But, greatchief, spiteofthe intense satisfacton I should 
naturally have in scatping you, I have bctter motives than ihc 
desire of ohtaining such questionable glory. But please light 
your larap — it is getiing quite dark. 

Prosp. Immediately. ( Takes off the glohe of the lamp on 
ihe table and looks at it.') There I that fool of a servant has put 
no wick in the lamp. [He rings.) 

Suz. Then light a candle^it nill be mucb handter 
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Prosp. You are rigiit, (Jíunls about for maíehes.) Of 
course, there may exist wonaea who — now there'a rol a match 
to be found aiiywhere. 

Suz. Then take a piece of papcr, my dear BÍr. 

Phosp, {seeing the fiece of paptr on tkt kearth). Ah ! thia 
will do. {Picki up paper.) There may exist women, cer- 
tainly, who are so far traitors to tbeii nature as to — {He 
lighitihe paper.) 

Enter Frah., l. a k., witk a ¡ighted lamp. 

UGHTS up quíckly. 

Fkan. Did you ring for the lamp, sir? 

Phosp. {blowing out the paper and still hoiáing it in Ais 
hand). Yes— that will do — put it down there. 

Suz. (aside). Was ever anything so provoking I ADothei 
minute, and he would have done it. 

Eran, has put the lamp on the tabU, R. c, and exít, l. a e. 
taking other lamp with htm. 

Prosp. As I said, there may be women who — in ahort— 
DpoQ my word I don't know now what I was going to say. 

Suz. You are going to say, probably, that there may be 
women who would do and sacrifice much for the peace of mind 
of a fríend. 

Prosp, (seated a. of lable, Holding the paptr). A fríend I a 
fríend ! Have women female friends ? {Aside.) She looks 
better still by lamp-light. 

Suz, You don't believe in fríendship. 

Prosp. In that respect I have not a much better opinión ol 
my own sex than ofyours. {Aside,^ I can't help being 
fascinated by her more and more. 

Suz. {taking the envelope and false klterfrom the jar me- 
ehaniíaily, and playing with it w/iile Prosp. shows hii agita- 
/ion}. Come, that's something. Yon have generally so mar- 
velous an opinión of your own superíority. 

READY to lower lights. 

Prosp. (laughing at seeing the hlter in her hand and shak- 

ing the paper he holds). We certainly sometimes fancy we see 

more ciearly than your sex. (Laughs ; asirle.) She little 

«nows she's got the letter. {Aloud.) Well, if I be'an c^otist, 
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I have Dcver found out aftei a Üfe's experieiice what I gained 
by doing good to others. 

Suz. (throwing back the envelóle into the jar). Gained I 
The pleasure of doing it, Does that couiil for nolhing ? Ah ' 
if you knew how bright the world would look to you uiider 
coiisciousness of having done good — ir you knew with how 
light a heart you would sleep at night — with how cheery a 
spirit you would raise your head from your pillow in ihe moni- 
ing, you would never ask agaiii whai yon would gain. 

Prosp. {surprised and pleased). Perhaps — I don't know. 

Suz. Exactly. You dori t Vaow . 

Prosp. (aside). What a smile che woman has I and what a 
heart ! {LeísfaU the Utter on the carpet.') 

Suz. {aside). Suppose I put out the lamp ; he must light it 
again. (She begins turning the lamp up atiddtntin.) 

PxosF. (with enthusiasm'). Ah ! my dear tuadaiu, if it 
were truc — does the lamp smoke ? 

UGHTSdova. 

Suz. It does a liltle. {Puls it out.) There — I've put it 
out. 

Prosp. (aside). So much the better. (Aioud.) Ah ! if it 
were true that your heart alone prompted you to give me 
battlc, my admiration for your courage would give place to a 
far waimer feeling. I don't exactly know why, but it is a fact, 
of all the womcD 1 have ever seen you are the only woman wbo 
is a real woman. 

Suz. A very pretty declaration, upon my word — only a 
little obscure. Perhaps it would be clearer if you lighted your 

Prosp. (approaching her). Ah ! the filfu) flicker' of the 
cozy fire on Ihe heanh is better suited to what I would say. 
Suz. Light the lamp, sir ! or you'll forcé me to go at'once. 

READY batkiog of dog up C 

Prosp. But I've got no matches. 

Suz. Will you light Ihe lamp, sir? 

Prosp. I declare to you 

Suz. ril hear no declaration till you light the lamp. 

Prosp. I daré say you think I am mad ! I am not. Per- 
haps it was the most sensible tliing I could do to fall in lore 
with the goddaughter this moming and the godmother this 
evening. 

READY lighá tfp. 
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Saz. (rising). Well, theu, sínce you dñve me away, dr. 

Pkosp. Don't go — don't go — don't leave your purpose 
unaccompljshed. Van have made me believe in the exist* 
ence of a woman's heart that can beat wilh kindlioess and 
purily. Lct me prove myself worthy of that heart. See ! — 
here is the letter I (^Takes erwelope /rom jar.") 1 yield — I 
bum it before your own eyes, 

{Tkrows the erwelope inte the fire^ 

Suz. {aside). }iovi I could positively hug the man for that 1 

Prosp. (taking up the burning erwelope with the tongs). 
Look, madam, it burns — it burns. 

Süz. I haven't the heart to send him away now. I must 
confess all. 

Prosp. Shall I lay down the ashes at your feet? 

Suz. (laughittg). Are you quite surc you have bunied the 
right thing ? 

Prosp. Can you douht ? 

Suz. Your good faith ? Oh I no. But pick up that little 
scrap of paper you had in your hand just now. 

Prosp. (kuníiug en the carpet). That little scrap of paper ! 
What do you mean ? 

Suz. (^poiniing it out laughing'). There it Í3 ! 

Prosp. {picking it up with surprise). WeU, and what then ? 

BARKINGofdogoÓC 

Soz. (listem'rtg). Hush ! what's that I hear? 

Prosp. (going ío window up c). The barking of d<^ ! 
{Looks out.) Brisemouche and the Barón are coraing toward 
the house. 

Suz. And they may come upstairs! Give me that scrap 
of paper, quick \ 

Prosp, This darkness is raiher awkward — I understand. 
I'U light the candle at once. (^He lights the paper.") 

Barón (wiihout, beneath the window). Here, Fidéle ! 

Suz. {aside), It was fated that he should burn the paper 

UGHTSup. 

after allt (Prosp. lights the eandle wttk the burning paper, 
and throws it out of the window.') Oh I what have you done? 
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Barón (oí be/oré). Holloa t Do you mean to set the 
house on fire ? 

Prosp. (ai window looking mtí). Some one is picking it 

^vz. (atwináow). TheBaronl Oh ! we're lost ! (Downc.') 
Pkosp. (JoUowing her). What do you mean ? 
Suz. Tbat was the very letter. 

WARNcttftafau 

Prosp. {bewildertd ). TTiat scrap of paper — the leiter ? 

Suz. The very letter ! Run !— quíck 1— get it back I Why 
don't you nm ? 

Prosp. (hting kis kead, and running tú the window). I 
sm running t 

Suz. Nol Ijy the window, man — by the doOT ! 

Prosp. (running to dsor, L.). Ves, to be surel 

Suz. Not that way ! 

ProC^. No, no, of course not ! 

{Runt to door, R., throwing down all the furniture íh his 
way.) 

Suz. You'll find rae at the chateau in the conservatory 1 
Prosp. I'U have it, dead or alive ! (Huns out n. 3 E. door.) 
Suz. Thvt comes of being too clever by half ! 

Eñt, rapidly, l. a E. 

RING qoick curtain. 



ACT m 

9«ne. — A eoHservatory atiached to the diahau. L. C, sev- 
eral spreading txotic plants, advaneing in a elump on the 
stage ; R. 2 E,, door leading to interior ; same side, table 
and easy chairi ; bekind, the glated portion of the con- 
servatory, lined with (limbing plants ; c. , the entrame 
doorupon the park; l., tubs ^plants, with abench, etc. ; 
R. 2 1., tht dining-room door. The ¡cent is Ughiedwith 
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stanáing hmps and hanging Chínese lanlerns. Mas. D., 
C, it iaking fruit from a basket, wkick she plaees in a 
fray, and handi over to Paul. 

Mad. D. Iticre, you have the fruit. (Exit Paul., r. a b. 
Enter Bap., l. a b.) So you are back frona accompanying 
the BaroQ out shooting. 

Bap. Yes; l've just had time to makemyself genteel. llie 
gentlemeti will be here directly, and clamoñag for their diimer. 
So 9tir your slumps, oíd girl. {Crosses to r. door.") 

Mad. D. Oid girl. indeed 1 
Entcr Brise., l. 3 k. door. He is still in hit shcoting-eoat 
and has his gun, wilh a Utíle serewed-up paper stuek 
in it. 

Brisi. (l). Ah, Dupont, thcre you axe I Is dinner ready? 
I want my diuner awfuUy I There is no time to go hooae and 
dress ítx dinner; but I knonr Madama de la Glaci¿ie will 
excuse me ; and I am dreadfully tired witli my day's sport 

Uad. D. (r.). You have bagged a great deal of game, I 
suppose, sir? 

Brisb. Game? — well, not exactly; not but that I'm a 
good shot, when I choose — a very good shot. However, I've 
brought home a prize. 

Mad. D. a finebird? 

Brise. No, not exactly. Just as I was about to bring 
dowQ a partrídge — sure, tbis time — I apied, tiotting along to 
his nocturnal lair, a tiger. 

Mad. D. a tiger ! good gracious t 

Brisx. Yes — a tiger ! — a gold-winged tiger — a tiger-beetle t 
the most beauliful specimen. With one eye on the partrídge, 
and the other on the beetle, I missed the partrídge, but I 
bagged my beeüe; and here he is. (Shows the screw of 
paper in his ptn.) Don't touch the precious creature for the 
life of you, woman t {Goes up and places gun against setíee, 
L. C, tip Síage.') But how about the dinner ? 

Mad. D. It Í3 not ready yet; but the Barón is just 
retumed. 

Brise. Yes, yes ; he left me under Couramont's window. 
While dinner is getting ready, I should like to put myself to 
rights a little. 

Bap. {adoaneing r. c). If you will ffalk this wey, sir. 

Exit, l. 3 K. 
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Brisk. a pretty mess my tíger hunt has put my handi in. 
(^Turns at door.) Has my síster come yet? 
Mad. D. i have not seen her, sir. 

£nter Paul., k. 3 e. 

Bkisk. Shc's still 3t her toilet. She is so very partículsr 
about her toUet. She has so rouch decency and decorum. 



Paul. Well, for my pan, I think if that Mademoiselle 
Zenobie had so much decency and decorum, she might just 
show them by noc trotting after that young Monsieur Anatole. 

{Looks hito the park.) 

Mad. D. Hold your tongue. 1 won't have any scandal- 
moDgeríDg ; and don't stand ídling there 1 The company will 
take coffee here. 

Paul. Yon needn't stare at me, madam — I'm <rff ! I'm 
going to change my handkerchief. {Cresses to L.) This is a 
shockíngly unbeconiing one — makes one lo<^ like a common 
faousemaid. 

Exit, L. door. 

Mad. D. Yes ; that's all one sees nowadays — an afíected 
creature that can't stitch a hem, but wants an hoiir every day 
Tor her piano I Good Lord I what wiU the world come to 
next? 

Exit into dining-room, r. 3 E. 

EnterPBOSP.,C, D.,/ríí« l., agitated, and oui qf ¿reatk. 

Prosp. (l. c), In the conservatory, she said 

Enter Suz., R. t v.., in agilation. She itiil earries lJ0O\SS.'% 
shawl. 
Suz. (R.). You've got it ? 
Prosp. (l.). Haven't you? 
Suz. No. 
Prosp. Ñor I. 

P«osP. \(J'"i"P'''r). Oh I 
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Sdz. What have you been doing ? 

Phosp. i rushed down the stairs — I don't know how — heels 
over head I When I got out of the house — no one — nothing — 
DOt a ghosE of a scrap of paper. " Now, one of two things 
must have happened," said I; "either Ihe Barón stamped on 
the paper to put it out, or picked it up to see that it ñas cxtin- 
guisbed. But, as the paper was no longer there, it is most 
probable he flung it aside as he waiked along. Suppose, thcn, 
1 follovr his trait, and hunt od the ground f " So I foUowed 
his trail and hunted 

Suz. But you found nothing 7 

Phosp. Absolutely nothing. 

Suz. Perhaps the wind has wafted it away. 

Prosp, But tliere isn't a breath of air. {Sits down in 
despair on settee near gun.) Then I've all lo begin over again 
to-morrow morning. 

Suz, What do you mean by to-morrow morning ? — dircctly. 

Prosp. {shivering). Without ao overcoat ? (Jíiset.) 

Suz. Would you teave some one clse to pick it up and 
bring it to the Barón ? Go at once. 

Prosp. {buííoning up his eoat and shivering). Well, I'm 
going. Brr, brr ! 

Suz. Poor fellow ! here, takc this shawl. 

(Tkrews Louise's shaivl about Aim.) 

Prosp. No, no — I really can't 1 

Suz. But I say you must. 

Prosp. (whiU Suz. ivraps kim up in the skawl). You do 
with me what you wíll. I'm caught — bandaged; and (ske 
puts tlu shawl over his moutK) muzzled ! 

Suz. Now go, quick^I implore you ! 

Prosp. I go ! {with íhick votce') muzzled — positively muz- 
zled I (Runs out c. door io l.) 

Suz. (c). Here have I been, ever smce morning, running 
up and down, round and round, like a squirrel in his cage — 
worrying myself to death, all about a stupid littie scrap of paper 
aod a tiresome man — hang him ! I'm so provoked witli him 
that I could — poor fellow ! I'm sure he's giving himself trouble 
enough to undo al¡ the mischief he has done! I can't be 
angry wíth htm ! But I am all the more enraged with the silly 
folks who are idiotic enough to wrile insane love letters ! " 1 
lovc you — I love you ! " — is all very pretty to say; but ¡t isn't 
the thing to write t — and looks so cold on paper. I'm sure. 
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if I veré to seod all the lovcs in thc worid ia a letter to an* 
one — this Monsieur Prosper, for instance — they wouldn't cali 
upooeflushof color inhis face. Halloa ! what'sthis? {Puts 
both hanás to her face.) They seem to have called one up in 
mine, though. Oh I come, come 1 I'ra not going to be so 
absurd, I hope, as to allow myself to be thinking about this 
good geotlcmaii— pooh, pooh I — this will nevcr do, Madem- 
oiselle Suzaone 1 Madcmoiselle SuzaDne, 1 must havc an eye 
upon you, and sce what you are about, Mailemoiselle — — 

Enter Math., l. z e. 

Math. ^l.). Ah, godmother, there you uel Have you 
seeo Anatole ? 

Süz. (b. ; asiáe). Poor childT^e isn't troubled with any 
scruples. {Alouá.') No, my dear — have^uw seen the Barón? 

Math. {up ítage ¡aoking off inio park). No ; bul I heard him 
stumping up and down in bis room like a wild beast in bis den. 

Suz. {alarmed). Has he discovered the truth then ? (En- 
ter Baf., l. i b., crosses to Et. 3 e., at hack. Sees him.) Ah, 
Baptiste was wich the shooting party — he may have seen what 
passed. (Tt> Bap., wko is going out r. a e.) Baptiste, a word 
witb you. Mathilde, dear, do you thiuk dínim is getting 
ready ? 

Math. I'U go and see. 

Exit into dining-room, K. a I. 

Suz. (l.). Baptiste, you accompanied the gentlemen out 
shooting ? 

Bap. (r.). Yes, mylady. 

Suz. You were w¡th them when a lighted paper was flang 
out of a wiiidow of Monsieur Brísemouche's house? 

Bap. a lighted paper ? Oh ! yes, I recollect I 

Suz. Who picked it up? 

Bap. Really, X can't tax my metnory, my lady, 

Suz. Think — was it the Barón? 

Bap. My master? Ifancyitwas — 

Suz. It was? 

Bap. i don't cxactly remember 

Suz. {aside). The man will drive rae mad 1 

Bap. Oh ! no, 1 recollect. /picked it up 

Suz. You I What did you do with it? 

Bap, i believe I flung it away — no, I didn't 
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Suz, Then you've got it ? 

Bap. No, i haven't, mylady. Ahí Iknownow — Ihanded 
it to MoDsieur Brisemouche, who asked me for it. 

(Ahat. appears c. door, and, seting thi olkers, eonctaU 

Suz. You gave it to Monsíeur Brisemouche? 

B*p. No, I dido't, my lady 

Suz. Grant me patience ! Vou said 

Bap. He took it out of my hand. 

Suz, {aside). Brisemouche has it — uDlucky chance 1 — there 
is no trusting such a man. {Aloud.) Do you know where 
heis? 

Bap. He was here jast now, my lady — I will calt him ! 

(Crestesto L.) 

Suz. No, no, don't cali him — no noise — let him knov I 
want to see him. (Exit Bap., l. a s.) 1 must get it from 
him without atvakening his suspicions. I am on burnin^coals, 
and cannot control my impatience 1 I'll watch for him m the 
hall) 

Exit, L. a E. Anat. comes forward. 

Anat. (c). Theyaregone — I think 1 may venlure — 

(^Crotsts te i..") 

Enter Mad. \i.,from dimngroom, r. a ■., andmtets him. 

Mad. D. Bless my heart I Monsíeur AnaUdet 

Anat. Hush, hush, not a. word I 

Mad. D. {Jow). Mademoiselle Zenobie let me know yon 
wouldn't diñe here. (^They come down.) 

Amat, {¡orrowfully). Yes; she packed me off to my 
tutor's in the market cart, and told oíd Jean to keep an eye on 
me. But I persuaded him to get down for a glass of brandy — 
jumped out of the cart — and here I om. 

Mad. D. And now you are here, what do you mean to do 
here? 

Anat. (l.). Why — see her — tell her 1 love her — love her a 
thousand times more than ever. 1 mean to hide here in the 
conservatory, where there nill be no Zenobie at my heels. 
But, fiíst of all, I must wríte to Mademoiselle Mathilde. 
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(/>í/j i« kis poekets.') Now there, l've losl my poclcctbook ! 
But here's the pencil 1 Give me a scr^ of pa^icr — any scrap 
of |Mper 

Mad. D. (r.). Yes, I daré say, and I supinóse you'll nant 
me to carry your letter ncxt ? 

Anat. Of course, you woo't refuse me? 

Mad. D. Of course I shall ! Well, I never !— the impu- 
dence. (Asit/e.} I'd better go or he would wheedle me over 
in no time — the little rascal 1 

Exit in/ü áiniag-room, S. 3 E. 

Anat. What am I to do now? I can't writewithout paper 
^h I bother ! {Sils down in despair on bench l. at the oppo- 
silt endto Bkise.'s^»». ) What's this? — a paper screwed üp. 
{Takes the hora ^ the paper out of tht gun and shakes it. ) 
There's something inside. (JDpens it.') Oí) I lud, a beetle ! 
^-one of my guardian's treasures. Well, what matter to him, 
a beetle more or less ? He'U think he lost it as he carne along. 
(Shakes out the beetle.) Poor thing, it little dreams it owes its 
life to the power of love. {Tears burnt end f rom paper.) 
There, it looks better with that ragged edge tom o£F — there's 
writing OH it — never raind, there's cae side clean, that will do. 
(ífViVíj.) ^They wauted to send me away, but I havc re- 
tumed. They say I must complete my studies — ^but my only 
study henceforth will be to make you happy by becomitig your 
husband. I have hidden myself In the conservatory — forever 
and e ver your " \ 

Brise, (without, l.), The paper, the paper, what do you 
mean? (Anat. springs in among the bushes, v.. c, and huies. 
Enter 'Rrise., foUowed by Suz., l. 3 e. Brise, r., aloudSy 
What is all this about a paper? I haven't the slightest com- 
prehensión of what you mean 1 

Suz. (l.). For heaven's sake, don't talk so loud 1 

Brise. But what paper? 

Süz. A scrap of paper, set on fire and thrown out of Mon- 
sieur Prosper's window, to be sure I 

Brisb. Oh I the scrap of paper set on fire and — theo why 
didn't you say so at once? 

Suz. At all events, I say so now. But where is it?— 
where is it? — where is it? 

Brisb. But what can you want with only a scrap of paper 
— half bumed, too — a little paltry scrap Dot worth 
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SUZ- (txaiperaiel). What — did — you — do — with — it? 

Bmss. I made a cage oT it 

Suz. A cage ? 

Bkisk. Yes ; to endose a beautiful specimen of the tiger- 
beetle, which tickled the palni of oiy hand so confonndedly, 
kicking about in it that I 

Suz. (r.). But again — whereisit? 

Bkisk. Oh 1 I stuck it into my gun. 

ijGoes up and brings áowti /lis gun to L. of Suz. without looh- 
ing at it.) 

Suz. I have it now I 

Brise. Why, ¡t's no longer there I (^Looks at his gun.") 

Suz. No longer there ? 

Brise. Clean gone ! 

Suz. {a/armeáy Lost ! 

Brise. Oh 1 the little monster of a beetle I He must have 
kickcd about so much that he rolled down, cage and all. 

Suz. Thcn it can't be gone far ; let us huní about for it. 

(^Goes up stage looking anxiousfy about.') 

Brise, (k/ l. C, hunting among the plants). It'a remark- 
able — it's very remarkable how intelligent these little animáis 
are. I'U write a papcr on the subject for the Entomological 
Society of the Department — a tnost interesting paper. (SiiH- 
denly.) Oh I I've found — (SSz. comes down, tkinkinghe has 
found the paper) I've found such a good tille ! " The Insect'a 
Escape; or, the Beetle's Bastille." (Suz. turns away an- 
griiy.) Hey 1 a capital title I 

Suz. {hunting in vain). Nothing — nothing I but have it I 
must. Look everywhere — look everywhere I {Seeing the 
Barom coming.) Ño, no — don't look— don't look anywhere. 

{Hurriedfy comes down R. C.) 

Brise, (up stage ; surprised). Eh I what? 

Enter Barón, Louise, umi/Zeno.,!.. a b. The latter saunters 
to back, near door, • 

Bakon. Well, ain't we-going to diñe to-day?"^ 

EnterMATH.,^i>m dining-room, r. 3 s. 

Math. Yes ¡ dinner is all ready. 
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Enter BAV.,/rom áiniíigroom, r. a E. 

Bap. (at tníraiue). Dinner is on the table, my lady. 

Barón (l. c). That's all right, 

LouiSE {coming down to Suz. ana whispering). Gone 
away ? 

Suz, iabsenl, and hunting about after the beetle with her 
eycs). Yes, gone ! entirely gone ¡ a liresome líttte beast 1 

LuuiSE {surprised). A tíresome little beast I Monsieur 
Prosper ? 

Suz. Monsieur Prosper ! No — yes ! {Aside.) Poor fel- 
low ! 

LouisE. Now he is gone, and my lettcr burned, I breathe 
more freely. {Goes up b.) 

Süz. (aside). Do you ? And I am suffocating ! 

Barón {^looking at Suz.). Anxious and embarrassed — 
matters aie DOt made up then. I must take the afiair upon 
myself, 1 see. {Crosses and offers his arm ío Suz.) Cousin 
Suzanne I 

(r. Brise, offers Ms arm lo Zeno., 1x)üis£ crosses to R. 
2 E. íofollow Bap. into dining-room.') 

Suz. {laking his arm mechanically, and looking back as she 
follows the party into the dining-rootn). Ah ! Ihank you, 

Math. (c. as SüZ. passes). Have you lost anything? 

Suz. Nothing, only a little beast — 1 mean a brooch. 

Barón {stopping near door R.). Here 1 in the conserva- 
tory? 

SüZ. {eagerly). Oh ! don't think of looking for jt — it's not 
worth the trouble, I assure you. (^Low over her shoulder to 
Math.) Tell Madame Dupont to come and speak to me. 

Exit with the Barón into the dining-room after the others, 
Math. going last. 

Math. {apart ; going). I will. And to think of Anatole 
not coming after all. Oh ! l'll give it to him when I catch 

Bxit into dining-room, R. a e. Anat. opens the branches of 
the plañís, r. c, and ereeps out on all-fours, his Utter in 
his hand. 
Anat. At last I'm frec again. And I can't say I was very 

comfortable in there, amidst a quantíty of outlaudish plants 
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that scraped my face aod poked my oeck, and pkked my legs ¡ 
but now, how to send my letter ? 

He goes ufi and looks out inta ike park. Enter Paul., 
L. 3 B., with a smart handkerckitf. 

Paul. Come, 1 look something like now. {Going íaward 
dining-room, seet Anat.) WeU, if there isn't Mademoiselle 
Zenobie'a young gent lemán I 

READY oH R. noise of plates. 

Anat. {vi., turning, alarmed). Ah ! pray, my good young 
woman, don't teil aoybody that yon have seen me here. 
Nobody must know — nobody ! 

Paul, (l.). Make your mind easy, sir. It's my busmess 
to hold my tongue. (Astde.) When l'm not paid to thc con- 
trary, 

Anat. (astde). Oh I perhaps she would takc the letter— 
l've read of such things in noveb. Suppose I Uied. (Aloud.) 
Mademoiselle t 

(Beckem htr. She cernes to L. of him.) 

Paul. Sir ! 

Anat. {awkward and embarrasstd). You — you — yon are 
very pretty, Mademoiselle, 

Paul, l've heard people say so, sir. 

Anat. (as be/ore, with hit eyes casi down). And people 
say very right. But — but— there's onc thing you haven't got I 

Paul, (looking at him fiercily). Not fíne eyes, I suppose. 

Anat. Oh 1 yes, you have very fine eyes — ^no, I mean a 
paír of nice ear-drops. ^ ' 

Paul, {astde). So bribery and comiption is our little 
garoe. 

Anat. (asid/). I hope she won't be ii^igpaMrimd fiy in 
a passion. {Very timidfy.) Oh ! if I dalSto — 

(Saps apurse in her hattd.) 

Paul. Anything you picase, »r. 

Anat. {deligkted). May I ? Then just take this letter for 
noe, will you? 

Paul, (taking the letter). I needn't ask who it's for. 

(Laughing, cresses to R.) 
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Anat. And you'U gíve it to het? {FoUows.) 
Paul. Do you thínk I don't koow my business ? 
Anat. (enchaníed). Pauline, I must kiss you for that. 

(Kisses ker.) 

Paul. I supposc I am lo keep that for myself, sir. 

Exit into dining-room, R. 2 E. 

Anat. Oh I l'm going it — I really am going it t — ^ninuiDg 
away — hiding íd secret places — sending clandestine bHUt doux 
— and kissing chambermaids — oh ! it's just like a novel 1 
Who's there ? Deuce take him I (Hidts, R. Ci in bushes.) 

Enter Prosp., c. door, from i,., wrappedm tke shmwL 
Prosp. (c.). Nothiiig — r ve got nothÍDg but ihe iheumatism, 
and a perfectly wolñsh hunger. 

NOISE of plates and glasses off R. 
Oh I yes I all the others are at dinner, satisfying their vüe 
appctites without me. Was ever man in a more ridiculous 
position — a more ridiculous attire? Prosper, ray friead, you 
are a pretty fellow, after sailing round the world in safety, to 
be wrecked all at once on the reefs of woman's wheedledom I 
This shawl ¡s like the shirt of Nessus, It burns me to the 
heart's core; and yel I cannot tear it off I Dear shawl 1 and 

dearer owner of the shawl 1 whom I — 1 (^Kiíses the 

shawl.') There, don't minee the matter, idiot ! it's no use — 
whom I love ! whom I adore 1 'Pon my soul, I must adore 
her, if I go raving up and dowQ here all day iostead of getting 
my dinner. 

Goes toward r, Enter Mad. D. from áining-room, R. 2 E. 

Mad. D. Sir ! 

Prosp, Don't stop me — (crossing to R. a e.) l'm dying of 
hunger ! (Mad. D. !ays hold of his shawl,') Don'l touch that 
shawl, wnman 1 

Mad. D. But you are Monsieur Prosper. 

{Pulís him down síage.') 

.Prosp. (Mad. D. as before). Don't touch ray shawl, I tell 
you I {Makes a rush at the dining-room.) 
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Mad. D. But Madeuioiselle Suzatme told me 

pROSP. (returntng eagerly). Mademoiselle Suzannc? What 
of her? 

Mad. D. (mysleritmsly). Shc Wld me to look for yon as 
you catne ia, and let you kDOw she had lost, somewhere about 
here, a paper with a little beast in it. 

FR06F. (R. c). A little beast? What's the little beast to 
me? 

Mad. D. (l. c). l'm surc 1 doo't know^-only she s»d yon 
were to loóle for it — and told me to ask for hei shawl. 

Prosp. (jgiving up the shawl'). Her shawl? Give it up? 
Thal completes my misery I (St'nks down on a chair R.) l'm 
a dead man 1 

Mad. D. Dead, sir? (Crwíw tó R. a E.) 

Prosp. (wiíh digniiy). Go, woman, go, and leave me to 
die alone. (Exit Mad. D., r. 2 e., with the shawl, expressing 
astonishmentJ) If I stop and hunt for the little beast, I sha'n't 
be able to get any dinner. If I don't buQt, and go into the 
dining-room, she'll fulmínate me with a reproachful glance, 
and I sha'n't be able to eat any dinner, for shame I No I 
{Jtises^ I am her slave 1 her negro slave 1 I am doonaed to 
serve all her little caprices, however absurd and ridiculous, and 
hunt for little beasts I To your work, hound ! to your work ! 
You have been chained and muzzled, and now you are to hunt 
for misses — so ho, sir I so ho 1 hunt for misses 1 seek for the 
little beast I seek hound, seek I 

{He gQts up hunting and shiffing about, ana disappeanfgr a 
momeñt in the eenservatory at l.) 

Akat. {tcmittg down B. as Prosp. goes uf). I don't hear 
any one now — thcy are all at dinner. {Looks eut eauíiously 
R. 3 E.) I can see them all — they are changing plates. (Prosp. 
reappears, and comes down hunting, first l., then r., and 
fiñalfy sits down wearily on settee.') Ah I the maid-servant is 
making signs to me. {Makes signs in return.') Yes — yes — 
now's your time ! She's taking up a píate and going. Hoiloa ! 
where the deuce is she going? Oh ! you little fooj, it ivi't — 
goodness gracious ! She has given my letter to Mademoiselle 
Zenobie— oh I 

Prosp. (seated an benck, l., turning sudáetily). What's 
that? {Anat. hides in the elump of bushts, r.) I heard a 
9ort of scream. Can I have trod on a little beast? {He looks 
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about again ana pUks up the end of a burnt paper.') A little 
bit of piok pap« burnt at the edge. Why, it's a portion of the 
very letter ! — tora ? who can liave torii it — who ? (Enter 
Barón from dining-room, r. 2 E.'i Ah — I see-^it's clear 
enough I It must have been the husband hjmself. 

Barok (r.). 1 thought I heard a voice. {Perceives htm.) 
Ah — it's you í 

Frosp. (risiiig). I beg your pardon — I'm afraíd I'm rather 
late, {Gees ío dining-room.) 

Barón {slopping him). Two words, íf you picase, 

Prosp. (aside, eomittg hack l.). I shall have to fight on an 
empty stomach. 

Barón. Do you ^ill entertain the same vicws you did this 
morning ? 

Prosp. (aside). They will have done dinner soon. 

Barón. Do you still entertain the same víews 

Prosp. Yes — no— that ís — {aside) I had forgotten all about 
that 1 (Aioud.) Well, in principie, yes — in practice, no ; 
certainly not — in fact, Madame de la Glaciére displayed 90 
much opposiEion to ray projects 

Barón. She had her reasons, probably. 

Prosp. I don't know what reasons. 

Barón (^quieily). Her unwillingness probably to see you 
sacriñcing an oíd attachment to a netr fancy. 

Prosp. {aftef looking at him steaáily). Indeed ! (Aside.) 
Nothing like makíng the plunge at once. {With a change of 
manner.) I see, sir, that you know all. 

Barón, All. 
^ Prosp. Then perhaps you'U permit the conversation to 
' drop until after dinner. 

{Attempts again to enter dining-room; stopped by Baroh. 
T/uy eome down ágain.) 

Bakon (l.). i beg pardon, sir — the affair is too serious to 
admit of any delay. 

Prosp. (r.). Serious — serious 1 After alt, thcrc's nothing 
so very serious in the matter. I admil that I entertained a 
very strong regard for the lady — that there was a sort of under- 
standing between ua, and that we even had a trífling corre- 
spondence; but that was atl — and the lady has no longer the 
slightest regard for me. 

Barón. Her afTection is undiminished. 
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Bkosp. i beg your pardon — 1 beg your pardoD — I pve yOQ 
my word of honor that 

Barón. She has coafessed it to me herself. 

Prosp. Coufesüed it I — confessed what? 

Bakom. Her attachment to you. 

Pkosp. She coufessed that to you? 

Barón. To me. 

Prosp, i^aside). I'm thunderstruck ! 

Bakoh. She has told me all, sir. Your desertion of her 
upon the most unfouaded suspictoii ; your tong absence in 
consequence ; and, spite of your unkin<laess, the affcction she 
still beais you 

Prosp. She told you that ! 

Barón. She told me that. 

Prosp, {aside). Well, I must say she might have chosen 
another confidant. (Alouil.) I uiiderstand you, sir; and you 
have sought me to demand a reparación at the sword's poiot. 

Barón. Far from it — to try and cffect a rcconciliation bc- 
tween you. 

Prosp. {ttupefied). What I 

Barón. And to take you by the hand. 

(Sttetcfus out hit hand.) 

Pros?, You are too good. (^Aside.) Too good, a vaat deal I 

Barón. Her happiness is iu your hands. 

Prosp, Is it ? 

Barón. Make her happy, then. 

Prosp. (shahing hanás). I sbould be delighted to oblige 
you, but 

Barón. And make me happy, too, • 

Prosp. But, my dear sir, have you maturely considered 
what you are proposing to me? 

Barón. Do yon think, sir, I would pemiit you to refuse a 
lady so closely allied to me — after proffering her the most 
ardent attachment — the satisfaction she has a right to demand ? 

Prosp. Surely Madame de la Glaciére could never have 
«ent you to 

Barón. I must insist, sir, you don't mix up my wife's 
ñame in this business. 

Prosp. But how the deuce, sir, am I to do otherwise? 
Oh ! I have had enough of this — you'll drive me mad, fam- 
iahed as I am. Do what you like — fight, or go to the 
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Barón. Not another word. Time and place. 
Prosp. (exasperated). When you please ! 

£nter Suz. ana Louise kastilyfrom dining-room, r, a s. 

Suz. {aside). That is what I feared, 

LouiSE {aside). A challenge I All is lost ! 

Soz, (Jhrowing hcrself between them at c.)- Ah, Prosper 1 
has ihe Baron's persuasión, theu, had no mote pOwer over you 
than my tears ? 

Prosp. {surprised). Hey ! what? 

Suz. Would you wish to sec me at your feet? 

Barón. Never would 1 suffer such a hurailiation ! 

Prosp. (aside). What the deuce does all this mean ? 

Suz. But wheii I swear, Prosper, that I never deceived you. 
(Low to him.') Back me up in all I say. {Aloud,) It was 
only a misap prehensión. (Aside.) Back me up. 

Prosp. (pewiidered). But I don't see 

5\¡z. (low to him). Doii'tbestupid ! {Aloud.) Youdon't 
see that you break my heart ? 

Prosp. Break your heart ! 

Suz. Yes, my loving heart, and you are stíll silent ! Speak, 
sir, speak I 

Barón. Now, sir, what have you to say ? 

Prosp. I have to say — I have to say (Aside.) Oh 1 

I have her now ! (Aloud.) That if all she says be truc 

Suz. Can you doubt me, Prosper? (Apart to him.) 
That's righl, go on — go on I 

Prosp. (aside). That's right, is it? Just you wait a bit. 
(Aloud.) And you swear that you have never been faithless 
tome? 

Suz. Oh! never, never 1 (Apart to him.) Go on— 
go on ! 

pKOSP. That you love me still ? 

Suz. Love you I Oh I yes I 

Pbosp. Then, madam, I own that I, too, love — adore you 1 
I swear it before these witnesses of our mutual affectiou. 

Suz. (apart to him). That will do, now ! Quite enough 1 

Prosp. And I am ready to marry you, madam, as soon as 
you will. 

Suz. What are you doing? 

Prosp. Backing you up. 

Suz. (apart to him). In make believe, of coune. 
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Prosp. {aside). Dcuce a bit ! In downright earnest I 
{Aloud.') Come to my arms, Suzanne 1 

Suz. (springing back). You go too far, sir — you go too 
far. 

Baroh (^pushingher into Prosp. 's arms). Never mind us, 
Suzannc; it's all in the fatnily. Embrace him, I tell you. 

Prosp. {embracing her). O Suzanne ! 

Suz. O Prosper ! {Afiart to him.) You horrid traitor ! 

Prosp. I think I've caught you now. 

Suz. (aside). Don't roaketoo sureof that. 

E^ter Zeno. arni M/iTH.,/r<i>n ¡he dining-room, r, a B., then 
Brise., then Bap. and Paul. Bap. places tray witk coffee, 
etc., on table, r. C. ; Louise, Suz., and Prosp. group 
tkemsehes near it. Math. and Zeno. sit on sedee, l, C, 
the Barón infrontof íhetn. Y ka\.. stands ate, upstage, 
waiting to serve coffee, uihich duritig scene she passes. 
During the following Brise, is alone infront, holding a 
pieee of paper in his hand ; he is slighíly intoxicated. 

Brise, {doitin l. c). It is a love letter ! — a love ktter to 
ZcDobie I 1 shouldn't have believed it, if I hadn't seen — with 
my own eyes seen — the young woman sHp it under her 
píate. (Reads.) "I am obliged to leave home by daylight, 
dearest love." Now, who the deuce could ever cali Zenobie 
" dearest lovc " ? {Reads again.) " But far or near, my soul* 
will follow thine." All this to Zenobie I It is incredible ! but 
here it is. Ah, here's a chance — if I conld but get rid of 
Zenobie — forcé the fellow to maiTy her — nhat a piece of good 
luck it would be. {^Folds tht paper in íwo.) 

Barón {coming down C, with a cup of coffee in his hand). 
Don't you take coffee? 

Bhisk. (aside). Ah — an idea I {Gives paper to the "BíROV.) 
Do you know that handwriting? 

Barón. This? (As he opens the paper pROSP. is coming 
áown betwten them a little to rear with a cap of coffee in his 
hand, and observes the Barón reading the reverse side to that 
read by Brise.) " They wanted to send me away, bul I have 
retumed." 

Brise. Nonsense — " retumed "—he said he was obliged 
togo. 

Barón {continuing to read). "They say I mnst continiiB 
tny Mudies." 
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(Prosp. recognites bit of faper attd matches iníently whiU calmlf 
sipping Ais eoffet, unobserved by Brise, er íhe Barón.) 

Bkise. Nousense — "studies " — no, no — " dearest love," 
Bakon. No — "studies" — it is written in pendil 
Brise. No — "dearest love" — ¡ii ink. (Takes ktter and 
turas over to the oíher side.) There — it is there 1 

(^Gives back lelter io the Barón.) 

Prosp. (coming doitin haslily). The letter ! 

(Snaíches ilfrem the Barón.) 



Prosp, (c). No, no; I can't allow it. 
Brise, (l.). But why? 

Prosp. {qutetiy Jinisking his cupof eoffee). BecauMldOD't 
want to admit everybody i uto my conñdence. 

(^Gives his empty eup to Brise, to ho¡d.) 

Brise. Then you wrote that leller? 

Prosp. Well, and if 1 did ? 

Brise. What ! unworthy friend, you have taken advantage 
of being under my roof, to malte love 10 Zenobie— delude her 
ínnocence 

Barón. He! make love to Zenobie ? 

Brise. Buc, of course, tie will take her off of my hands— I 
mean marry her ? 

Barón (^givitig his efnpiy cup to "Rrisr. to kold). What docs 
all this mean, sír? This morning you make love to Mathilde 
— this evening, you promise to marry Suzaiine — and all the 
while you are making love to Zenobie. 

Brise. Don't you cali Zenobie "dearest love"? 

Prosp. Never dreamed of such a thing ! 

Brise.* But the proof is that scrap of paper. 

Barón. Yes — show us the scrap of paper — what is itP 

Prosp. As you say — a mere scrap of paper. 

{Shows it behind his back to Suz. ) 

Suz. (tó LouiSE, alarmed). It is the letter I 

LooiSE (filarmed). The letter 1 

Pros?, (cooliy). But as you seem to attach samt mj-stery 
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to this scrap of paper, I lequest Mademoíselle Suzanne — my 
wife — to judge of íts coatents. {Helát out paper te Suz.) 

Barón {jtaingUiter to thealarmofYwsst. and%\¡Z.). So 
be it — SuEanne shall read and judge ! 

Suz. {ceming down to r. of Prosp.). It ís unnecessaiy^ 
quite. I know what it contains. (Takis Ike paper.) 

Barón. Yon know? 

Suz. Ves— a mere bit of folly — a jolce. 

Brise. Ajokel ajoke! ThecbanceofgettingrídorZeno- 
bie is DO joke ! 

Bakoh. Beware, Suzanne — your life's happiness may be 
concerned. {Crosses te Suz.) 

Suz. Well, even if it be? {^Givet paper to Prosp., r,, and 
taJUs a Ughíed candU /rom iabU R. C, and holdt it to him.) 
Burn it, my good friend. 

Barón. Suzanne I 

Suz. (kelding eandle). Burn — burn ! 

Barón. Ah I you'rc a happy man to marry such a woman 
who trusts you so implicitly. 

Pkosp. 1 know I am. (Burnt the Utter andputs tht iaper 
en ene of the coffee cups heldby BkISE. — looking at the askes ef 
Utter. Barón goes up r, tó Louise.) Oh 1 you confounded 
little rascal of a scrap of papcr, what a peck of troubles you 
have put me in. 

Brise. (^., Holding the twe cupt of eoffee and taper). I take 
my oatb I saw the words " dearest love." 

ZxNO. (eoniing down L. c.^. What's that you aresayinf ? 

Suz. (r.). My dear Mademoíselle Zenobie, I'vc a piece of 
[deasant intelligence to communicate. We've just madc up a 
match betwecn Monsieur Anatole 

Zeno. (limpering). Oh ! dear — spare my feelmgs 1 

Suz. And my little consin Mathilde. 

Anat. {springing forward front the biishts, R,), Oh I 
what joy 1 ( Cressts l., to seat beside Math.) 

Zkno. {asiáe). The little wretch was there all the time. 

Anat. (kissing the hand of Math.). I am so happy. 

Prosp. (ía Suz.). And so am I. 

(They come down to K. terner hand in kand.) 

WARN cttrtaín. 
Suz. {¡ow te him). I have no doubt you are. Vou have 
given your word to start to-night for the Cannibal Islands. 
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Pkosp. By all meaos — but not without my wife. 

Suz. What I do you want to eat me up ! 

Prosp. VViih love ! 

LouiSE (eoming down b.). Suzanne, you must give in, yon 
Know. 

Suz. {smiling). VVell, ít seems fnted 1 ain to sacrífice my- 
self for others. 

Prosp. Yes ; to insure my happiness. 

LouisE. Your own as well. 

RING slow cutUin. 

Pkosp. And the contenlment orall aruimd, I trust. 
Suz. (Joúking ai the as/tes). And all on account of a mere 
jciap of paper I 
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Wlth tfae Fragrance ot Sait Water Breezes 

A Oomedy in Three Acta 

Br BoUnd OUver 

A Cape Cod play and a dellghtful one. The BCene Is lald 
In Quantam íd Obadiah Gray'B general store. Obadtah has 
tWD daughterB, half-sisters: one, Vangte, a cojr young thlng; 
tbe other, Heater, as charmlng a girl as may be found. Tlie 
play opeas at the beginniíig o( tbe war, Robert Perry. a 
youDg englneer, bavlng done blg tblogs for bis town, baa 
enlÍBted. Be iiitends to propose to Hester betore golng 
away but tbrough a misunderstandlng he fatla ta do so. 
Hla departure leaves the path to romance opeo for one 
Jonah, local nevepaper editor and real estáte operator. Slx 
yeara after the war, Robert, now a well-known and success- 
ful englneer, returna to a rejuvenated vlllage, gets blmeelC 
engaged to Vangíe, becomes disengaged, and after a hectlc 
time seta thinga right to the happy culmlnatlon of hla ro- 
mance with Hester. In th'e woof of the play are many In- 
tereatlng happeninga, — a venturo in antlquea, small town 
gossip, política and a varled aasortment of character types. 
Obadiah, frankly a blch; Jonah, a abre'wd Yankee puttlng 
on clty alrs; Mrs. Gordyn, a fasblonable summer vlsltor; 
her callow son WUlle. You'll chuckie wlth dellght at the 
" moonlng " between WllUe and Vangle, Hester, good tu 
look at, and Rob. an up and comlng yonng professlonal 
man. A play ot Broadway tendenciea, good enough for the 
best dramatlc clubs and not too dlíBcult for any group tbat 
vants to give a real honeat-to-goodness play tbat wiH prova 
to be as outatandlng auccesa. 

CHARACTEB8 

Hester Gray, 

Evangellne, her younger half-slster. 

Mra. J. Leste r Gordyn. 

Eohert Perry, a civil englneer. 

WilUe Gordyn. 

Jonah Crowe, a polltlcian, 

Obadiah Gray, íather of the two glrls. 
ACT I. Gray'B general atore. June, 1917. 
ACT II. Oray & Crowe'a antique store. (Same setj 

September, 1924. 
ACT III. The same, the same evening. 
PLATING TIME: Two and one-quarter hours. 

Royalty Only Ten Dollars 

Baeh AmHtcor FerfonuaBce 

Book» Flíty Oent« Each 
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Cat O'Nine Taüs 



Somethlng New—The MyBtery Fntppe 
Bf Iianrence O. Worce8t«r 

At laet we have it — the Ideal myatéry play lor amateurs. 
But wait a minute and listen to this recipe. Take one cold- 
blooded murder, add te It a human skeleton, referred to as 
olT-Btage, blood curdllng ahrieka, unearthly noUes, a female 
Stierlock Holmea, a Iialf-wltted eervant, a jealous womaa, 
BD uadergTound tunnel, a Tlcíoua dog, heard but not seeu, 
a nervous wreck, a beautlful glrl, an International crook, 
flavor with comedy and aweeten wlth a secret love affalr. 
Pour Into a lonelr lodge, shake well and serve with thunder 
and llghtning; and you'll enjoy tbe taste oí tbls newest 
beverage, the myatery frappe. Can eaally be played in one 
Interior by ualng a reyerae acene. 

"/ tntgJbt add that this play, CAT O'NINE TAILS, has been voled 
the bfst done and best liied piay ever put on at the Academj, where 
wt have been unusually succesiful ¡n the malter of dramatic per- 
formance, ¡«cludiag, IT PAYS TO ADVERTISE, NOTHING BUT 
THE TRUTH, CLARENCE, ON THE HIRJNG UNE, and a large 
number a¡ royally one-acl programs. No high schooi wtlh any kind 
of stage equipment ¡hauld pass up this play." Ulica, Neu/ York. 

CA8T 

James Oordon, Sr., maater of " Qordoa Lodge." 
Mrs. Jamea Gordon, hla nervbua vite. 
Jünmle Gordon, tbeír " good-looking " boy. 
Jacob Webber, the caretaker of " Gordon Lodge." 
Betty Webber, bis lovable daughter. 
Theodora Maltland, a friend of the Gordona. 
Henry, the chore boy. 
ros, a detective. 

Mlss Smlth, a témale " Sherlock Holmes." 
Bridget, the cook. 
Peggy. her daughter. 
Cat O'Nine Talla . . . T 
ACT I. LÍTing-room to the " Gordon Lodge," near the 

Canadlan Une lu Maine. . . And the dock 

atrlkea twelve. 
ACT II. Same ... the next nlght. , . . And the 

Ylllalii appears. 
ACT III, An underground room of the lodge, a few minutes 

later. . And the mystery Is solved. 

GOODNIGHT. 

Royalty Only Fifteen Dollars 

Back Amateur Perforaaanee 
Booka Seventy-Flve Oents Gach 
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Glimbing Roses 



A Farclcal Hirthqiuifee In Three Acts 
Bf Engene O. Hafer 

We beartilT recommend thls as one of the moet uproar- 
louBly funiiy, Intensely interestlng and charmlns playa la 
prlnt. The rapld-flre actloa achleves a tremendously Torce- 
ful climax, and all of the characters are dellglitful. The 
caet GotnprUes very common but -warm-hearted Maggíe Rose 
and her crude hueband Jim Rose, -whose efforta to ettect an 
entrance Into hlgb soclety y/l\i convulee any audlence; 
dynamlc Peggy Rose, a common little roeebud, wbo also 
etrlvea to cUmb the social trellls; pretty Hazel Sommera, 
who has a fondness for orange blosBoma; excitable Prtacilla 
Prentlce, an unplcked dandelion; Mrs. Warren, a leader In 
aociety; Joyce Belmont, a hothouse orchld; Winnle Clarke, 
a pretty little nelghborhood pest; Jack Archer, Amerlca's 
foremost author, over wbose expected comlng the town la 
agog but who Is worktng Incógnito aa yardman for the 
lowly Roses; Ferdle Wlmbledon, not a candldate for orange 
blossoms; loud-moutbed Dryden Proonia, the town sport, 
who íb decidedly not a sbrlnking vlolet; and Percy South- 
wortb, a meek acora etrMng to be a dominant oak. 

CHARAGTERS 

Peggy Rose, a common little rosebud. 

Maggie Rose, her aunt. 

Hazel Sommers, vho bas a fondness for orange btos- 

soms. 
PiiscUla Prentlce, an nnpicked dandelioa. 
Mrs. Warren, a leader in soclety. 
Joyce Belmont, a hothouse orcbld. 
Wlnníe Clarke, a little nelghborhood pest. 
Jaek Archer, alias Watson. Who cultlvatee the Roses. 
Ferdle Wlmbledon, not a candldate for orange blossoms; 
Jim Rose, Maggle's husband. Common garden variety. 
Dryden Proonls, not a shrlnklng vlolet. 
Perey Southworth, a very dominant young man. 
And three extra men for bit parts. Ferdle, Dryden and 

Peroy can easHy double for theae character parts. 



Royalty Only Ten Dollars 

E3ach Amatenr Pertonnance 

Books Flfty Ceuta Eacta 
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Meet Únele Sally 



A Glguttlc Soowball ot Farce Sltuatlona 

A Comedy In Three Acta 

B7 3»j Tobías 

Here Íb a new piar that bids talr to out-diatance in 
popularity sucb wonderful Buccesaes as " The Arrival ot 
Kltty " and " Charley'a Aunt." It íb one of those rara 
and really funny plays which acta Itaelf, Ib alvaya a buc- 
ceBB and lias to be repcated. Every member of the caet 
bas a bit part. There'a actlon every minute wlth excru- 
clatlngly funny sltuatioisB and a amootli runnlng dialogue 
which is easy to memorize and natural to glve. Wbea 
Sally agrees to Impersonate ttae müllonalre únele of Ben 
and Betty, she Uttle knowH oF tbe rocks abead. Tbe fact 
tbat the real Únele arrlves in peraon merely adda to tba 
general JoyouaneHB of tbe altuatlon, Tbree pretty 
romances are woven Into tbe plot, anotber one la of tbe 
lidiculously orerdra'wn Bort in whicb Aunt Do rinda and 
Mies Mugga lay slege to tbe beart of at tlmea Unde Sally 
and again Tíñele Bill. Jennie, tbe Swede cook, I3 tbe 
tunniest ebaracter part in any modern play. Snorkins, a 
Cockney butler, is the other half of this comedy team. It 
is dlfficult to concelve situations out of whicb the humor 
has been more completely WHing than thoae introdueed In 
" Meet Uncle Sally." Clean aa a whlatle, eaay to produce, 
no Bcenery or coatume problema to be met and a SUCCESS. 

CHARACTEBS 

Ben Biayne, a youog lawyer. 

Betty Biayne, bis sister. 

Jennie, a Swede cook, 

Sally Sberwood, a college student. 

Bob Durant, Betty's flance- 

Snorklns, a Coclcney butler. 

Elalne Durant, Beo's flancée. 

Aunt Dorlnda, Bob and Klalne's aunt. 

Dr. Jlmmy Snodgrass, an osteopatb. 

Misa Mugga, Dean of Ketcbam College. 

Reverend Wrlght, a preaeber. 

Wllllam Hawklna, Ben and Betty's uncle. 
ACT I. Llving-room at tbe Blaynea', about four-thlrty 

of an autumn aftemoon. 
ACT II. Same aB Act 1. One hour later. 
ACT III. Tbe aame. Three minutes later. 

Royalty Only Ten Dollars 

KbcIi Amatcnr PerformaBce 

«cioluí FIfty Cent» Kach 

Google 



Here Comes Patricia 



An Uproariona and CtuirniliiK Play 
Bf Engene G. Haler 

On a certatn sprlng mornlng the wbole populatíon of 
the tovra ot Fern Lawn gaspa to eee a pretty, nlneteen- 
year-old, overall-clad girl in charge of the local ñUing 
station. Inqulry revéala ttaat sbe la Patricia Hammond. 
Withln a weefe abe la twlce tbreatened wlth being dríven 
out of town by the Indlgnant townspeople. Never hav- 
Ing been diiven out of any town before, Patricia 
■views the prospect wlth dellghted enthuaiasm, To Jímmy 
Clark, a newcomer, U aaalgned the dlsmaylng task of 
gettlDg tid o( ber. Wbat luck be has Is all bad. To 
add to his troublea, jlmmy falla in love w!tb the little 
uulsance. About thie time the whole town Ib agog over tbe 
expected coming of tbe governor of the átate and bla 
daughter. The blg nlgbt arrlves. Wild entbualaem relgns 
as a mammoth parade, colorea fiares, and cbeerlng throags 
greet the distlngulsbed gueats. Tben out of tbe car of 
lionor, leanlng on tbe governor'a arm, eteps the governor's 
daughter — Patricial Mra, Smltb-Porter, tbe town aria- 
tocracy; Tlm Hopper, the " drawly " town loafer; coy, 
perslstent Elsle Crowder; long-auffering, mucb-abuaed EI- 
bert Hastings; homely Eud Flannigán, upon whom Angelina 
and Mlnnle Knoop have matrimoDial designa; peppery 
Adam Wftde; Jimmy and unsquelchable Patríela — all are 
splendld rftleB. 

CHARACTERS 

Mrs. Carrol, a pleaaant, motherly oíd widow. 

Elsie Crowder, a pretty young neighbor. 

Mre, Smltb-Porter, the town arlBtocracy. 

Angelina Knoop, anotber young neighbor — not so pretty. 

Mlnnle Knoop, Angellna'a couatn. 

Patricia Grayeon, daughter of tbe governor, 

Jimmy Clark, a newcomer in Fern Lawn. 

Elbert Haatinga, a mucb abused member of tbe governor's 
statt. 

Adam Wade, Jlmmy'a peppery boss. 

Ttm Hopper, the towa'a bad en ampie. 

Bud Flannígan, a young man — evidently Irieh. 

SCENE: Livlng-room in the home of Mrs. Carrol In 
Fem Lawn. 

TIME: The Fresent. Spring. 

PLAYING TIME: Approxlmately two and a quarter 
hours. 

Royalty Only Ten Dollars 

Vtaeh Amateur Performance 

Bool» Fifty Cents Each 
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The Restless Jewel 



A Merrr Helodnunntlc MjbUts la Xhree Acta 

By Adam A|^ebad (Cari Plerce) 

Pive Men Seven Womeo Two Intmlop Sot» 

Followlng the huge success of OH, KAY! Adam Apple- 
bud has wrltten by popular reQuest, another play of the 
melodramatíc mystery type wlth plenty of comedy, givins 
UB another of the adventures of Kay Mlllis, the glrl detec- 
tire. The plot la full of surprlses Thlch are legttimately 
Introduced and loglcally worked out whlch is Bomethlng 
which caanot be sald for all plays of thla type. The char- 
acters are dlversified. Por instance we bave a pair of Iovb- 
Bick newlyweds, a gentle oíd lady, several croots, proaper- 
OU3 huslnesB men, a facetlous saiesman and othera. Some 
of them may DOt be what they Beem at the Btart but you 
never auspect It before the flnish or rather you'11 suapect 
everyone from the Btart. There are thrlllB, surprlaeB, love 
BceneB. h 11 ario u a comedy, emotlonal BceneB, all Bklllfully 
put together to form a swlttly movlng, faBclnatlng play. 
ClubB seeklDg a play of Burprlses, wlll tbrlll to one climax 
after another and one where s miles will round ínto 
chuclcles and chuckles into uproarlous laughter, cannot do 
better than to send for a copy of this sure-flre winner. 

CHARAtTTERS 

Albert Tiabury. 

Aunt Hetty. 

Gracle, her niece. 

Kay Mulla, of the MlUIs Detectire Agency. 

" Jersey Jennie." 

Margaret Tiabury. siater-in-law of Albert. 

Robert Blank. 

Oerald Gardlner. 

Nan Blank, Robert's wlfe. 

Emma, the Blanks' maid. 

Rupert Scbools. 

PoUceman. 

ACT I. A comer of the 'waltlng-room ot the Pennsyl- 
vania Statlon, New York City. Flve O'Clock. 

ACT II. Llylng-room at the Blank resldence In a New 
York BUburb. About an hour later. 

ACT III. Same as Act II. A few mlnutea later. 



Royalty Only Ten DoUars 

Cooglc 



KHcta Amntenr Pertarmance 
Books Pif ty Cents Each 



Lady Lilac 



Tbe Fnrther Adventorc» ot Cat O' Nlne Tails 

A PiAf In Tbree Acta 

Bf lAwrence G. Worcester 

Flve Han Slx Women One Interior Set 

Here at loat Ib the Ideal mysterr play for amateurs de- 
vold of grueaomeneaB, of trlcky mecbanlca and gun play, 
bnt boldlng the desirable qualitlea of uniqueness oC plot, 
suspense, curioaitr, comedr, drama and romance. To thoee 
clubs wlLlch have buccbhsIuIIj produced the autbor's earlier 
mystery play CAT O' NINE TAILS, LADY LILAC U es- 
pectally recommended, tor hero the adventures of CAT O' 
NINE TAILS are further explolted. The plot atoriea, though. 
are entirely dlOerentiated, The only clue to the eolvlng 
of the murder of Capt. Lañe íb the falnt fragrance of lilao 
perfume. la tt euough, though, to faaten the crime on? 
The cast is varloUBly characterized. Every member of it 
lias a aplendld opportunity to créate a Btar rOIe. There'a 
a lady detective; a rube constable; the myaterloiis land* 
lord; the young, good-loobing hotel clerk; Speedy, tha 
Swede chore hoy; a wlae-cracklng travellng saleaman; 
young, pretty and vlvaclous. glrlB, guests at tbe inn; s 
French girl (díalect part) etrongly enmeshed iu the Queer 
golugs on; Mrs. Ware, a dowager type, and a woman In 
black— who 1» sheT 

CHABACTBBS 

MIss Smlth, a female " Sherlock Holmes." 

Hi Periwlnkle, the town constable. 

Richard Lañe, the propríetor of " Lilac Inn." 

Emery Potter, the hotel clerk. 

Speedy, the Swedlah chore boy. 

Horace Hathaway, the travellng salesman. 

Mayhelle Masón, a guest. 

Dorothy Wingáte, a guest. 

Joaephlne Bonaparte, the Freuch tennis cbamplon. 

Florahelle WUllamsburg, a guest. 

Mrs. Ware, a guest. 
ACT I. The comblnatlon office and llylng-room at " Lilao 
Lake Inn," near the Canadlan border in a re* 
mote part of Malne. A moming In Bummer. 
ACT II. Tbe same. Late afternoon of the same d^. 
ACT Iir. The same. Immediately afterwards. 

i Royalty Only Ten Dolían 

Bach Aaatear perfaiHuiee 

BookB FUty Cents Each 
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FBACTIGAIi BHAGECRAFT 
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riouL" CONTENTS: Ormüntíon, Deugnín 
Seco»; and Hodd Maldng, Bmldinc and PudUd 
Scenci7, Handllni ScenetT. liptiii"'? P"- '■ 'ts ( 
Djreing^nd OnuunentalioD, Desigiú'... di<u Mildn 



Price, board blndinei, $1.00 Foi4>al< 
TIME TO HAEG TJP 

Bjr Richard B. Whort 'i-i» . t :"uK of coi 
aidenble worth to the people of Ihe theitre, bol 
amateur and profcMionaL Malce-up ia an arl, d 
mandiní real akiU aod Mr. Whorf ii nol onl 
•dept in it but ia abo a practícal teacher of i 
me. Every coaceiTablí phaae cí.,)b.= art la c 
plained in tlils book both by wor "i'-urea and t 
the almoat one huadred pen and i .etck 9 sldl 
fully drawn by the author artiat, lií eipls.na ti 
reasona for uaini; make-up carcfallv — tclla of ti 
materiala necessarr snd oí the n- -'■oda of appl 
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RETURN TO tfie circuiatíon desk of any 
University of California Ubrary 
or to the 
NORTHERN REGIONAL LIBRARY FACIUTY 
BIdg. 400, Richmond Field Stotion 
University of California 
Riclnmond, CA 94804-4698 

Aa BOOKS MAY BE RECALLEO AFTER 7 DAYS 

• 2-monffi loaos moy be renewed by calling 
(510)642-6753 

• l-year Joans moy be recliarged by bringing 
books to NRU 

• Renewais and recharges may be mode 4 
doys prior to due dote. 

DUE AS STAMPED BELOW 
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